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MY BROTHER.
BY THE REV. THOMAS GREENWOOD.

Boy, love thy sister: how she loveth thee,
Well thatembrance, and well that look expresses ;
Guarding from harm thy helpless infancy.
Be not forgetful of her young caresses :
When added years reverse the tender duty,
Guard thou, as fondly, her defenceless beauty.

Oh never, then, let thy affection sleep,
,Bstgromply pour it forth whene’er she needeth;
Asg oft she will ,—for we are born to weep;
Aﬁ‘d’h' most oft the gentlest spirit bleedeth,
Singe treachery and foul wrong usurped dominion,
Where Iove alone once plied his downy pinion.

As in thy lap her little store of flowers,
Fragrant-and fair, disdaining selfish pleasure,
Without yelugtance or reserve she pours :
So knoW thy gen’rous after-love no measure,
On her conferring, or with her dividing,
The bounties Heaven is evermore providing.

Boy, love thy sister: let not her soft eye
Bedimmed with tears at thy ungrateful coldness:
Add to her joys—swift to her rescue fly,
When danger threats—and with that look of
boldness,
Stand forth her champion. Of her tenderness
In childhood think, and shield her from distress.

THE FORGOTTEN WORD.

It is an eve of summer; the glad sky
Smiles on the slumbers of the tranquil earth
As a fond mother gazes on the babe,
Asleep upon her bosom.

. At the door
Of yonder cottage sits a peasant-girl—
A fair, pale girl,—and, cradled on her knee,
A younger child is sleeping ; in her hand
A book informs us that the studious maid
Hathstolen from labour’s claims this evening hour
For reading and reflection.

Patient child !
Thine imege, sculptured by the graver’s hand,
May teach full many a lesson—may reprove
The thoughtless sluggard in Acquirement’s path,
And rouse him to exertion; or may cheer
The faint and weary student who, like thee,
Must steal from sterner duties all the time
He dares devote to study; and thy look
May cheer thy youthful learner in his task,
And bid him not relax to climb the steep
‘Where Fame's proud temple soars. S

Thou gentle girl !

Thy task is self-requiting, and the toil
Becomes, indeed, a pleasure. Fare thee well !
Thy studious look, and meek, up-gazing eye,
Shall dwell mid Memory’s treasures, and shall

beam
O’er many an hour of study and of thought—
The cheering spirit of my waking dream.



DOCILITY.

BY MRS. C. S. HALL.

My gentle girl, thine eye is mild,

But beaming with intelligence ;
As if to show, though yet a child,

How well may sweetness blend with sense.
From books, with information franght—
At once the nurse and child of thought—
The mind will take its tinge at length,
And grow more lovely as it gathers strength.

But, ah! there may be found in books,
Lessons that tempt the heart to roam ;

And the good girl, before she looks,
Consults the elders of her home:

They point to wisdom’s page and show,

The more we read, the more we know

Of Him, through whom we feel and see—

Of Him whose words were, “ CHILDREN, cometo
3 s ’
me!

My gentle girl, thy thoughts are pure

As the first dew-drop of the spring;
Oh, may thy peace of mind endure,

Through ills that many winters bring !
Thou canst not hope to pass through life,
Unsought by care, unscathed by strife;

But if thine eye with grief grow dim,
Thy Heavenly Father bids thee trust in him.

Oh, trust in Him, when young and gay !
‘“Sow in thy youth, to reap in age;”
And “ keep thy feet in wisdom’s way :”—

Such are the maxims of the sage.
So shall thy moral beauty give
A charm that with thy life shall live;
So shall thy mind be firm as truth,
And thy heart flourish in eternal youth.

VII

THE LOST CHILD.

A pERsoN travelling in America describes a
sermon he heard in the following manner:—
The preacher read the parable of the prodigal
son, and when he came to these words, ‘and
when he saw him afar off, he ran, and fell upon
his neck, and kissed him,” he stopped. ¢This,’
said he, ¢ is my text.’ I had heard it preached
on a hundred times. I thought I could preach
a sermon on it myself ; but even his manner of
reading it told me he had discovered something
in this passage of scripture that was new to me.
He proceeded to illustrate the love which our
heavenly Father bears to his disobedient chil-
dren, from the affection manifested by parents
towards their offspring, inall circumstances, even
when disobedient and unnatural in their con-
duct; and the joy they experience when they
return to their duty. I felt that I had never
heard the subject handled in so interesting and
feeling a manner; and my reflections involun-
tarily took a retrospect of my early life, and I
taxed my memory for an unkind look, word, or
action, towards the dear authors of my being; I
felt an assurance that those around me were
similarly engaged. There was a peculiar solem-
nity pervading the whole audience; some eyes
began to moisten ; I felt' my own do so likewise.
¢ But,” says the preacher, ‘I will tell you a
story. In the year 1821, I was stationed in
Ohio. You know, my friends,’ said he, *there
are extensive woods in that part of thestate. In
places there are no dwellings within miles of each
other ; and animals of prey are often seen there.
One evening, late in autumn, a few of the neigh-
bours were assembled around me in one of those
solitary dwellings, and we had got well engaged
in the worship of God, when it was announced
that the child of a widow was lost in the woed
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It was cold, and the wind blew, and some rain
was falling. The poor woman was in agony,
and our meeting was broken up. All prepared
to go in search of the lost child; the company
understood the business better than I did, for
they had been bred in these extensive barrens;
and occurrences like the present are, probably,
not unfrequent among them. " They equipped
themselves with lanterns and torches, for it was
quite dark, and tin horns to give signals to dif-
ferent parts of the company when they should
become widely separated. For my part, I
thought duty required that I should take charge
of the miserable woman ; she was nearly frantic,
and as time permitted her to view her widowed
and childless condition, and the circumstances of
the probable death of her child, her misery seem-
ed to double upon her. She took my arm; the
company divided into parties; and, taking dif-
ferent directions, we commenced the search.
The understanding was, that when the child
should be found, a certain wind of the horn
should be made, and that all who should hear it
should repeat the signal; in this way all the
company would receive the information. The
prospect of finding a lost child in these extensive
forests would, at any time, be sufficiently dis-
couraging. The difficulty must be greatly
increased by a dark rainy night. We travelled
many miles, and to a late hour; at length we
became satisfied that further search would be
unavailing; and all but the mother determined
to return home.
for a moment endure. She would hear of no-
thing but further search. Her strength, at last,
began to fail her, and I prevailed on her to re-
turn to her abode.  As she turned her face from
further search, and gave up her child as lost,
her misery was almost too great for endurance,

: distance, the sound of a horn.

1t was an idea she could. not

¢ My child,” said she, ‘has been deavoured by a
wild beast; his little limbs have been torn
asunder; and his .blood been drunk by the
hideous monster ;'—and the idea was agony.
As she clung to my arm, it seemed as if her
heart-strings would break. At times I had

“almost to support her in my arms to prevent her

from falling to the earth. As we proceeded on
our way back, I thought I heard, at a great
We stopped and
listened ; it was repeated ; it was the concerted
signal ; the child was found. *And what,” said
the preacher, ¢ were the feelingé of the mother?
—<my child was dead, and is alive again; he
was lost, and is found.’’

It was too much. The whole assembly burst
into an involuntary gush of tears. Some sobbed
outright, and others attempted, in vain, to con-
ceal their emotions. *Such,” said the preacher,
¢ are the feelings of your heavenly Father, when
he sees his disobedient and wandering children
returning to him, when even afar off.”

IN some valleys of the Alps (kingdom of
Wirtemberg) and in particular in that called
Lauterthal, the rearing of snails has been
carried to a large scale. Towards the end of
June they are gathered on fields and in forests
by children and the poor people, and sold by the
hundred to the snail mongers for from four to
five creuzers (fiveto seven farthings.) They are
then put in large grass gardens, and fed, in rainy
weather, with cabbage leaves and other vegeta-
bles. When they shut themselves in the month
of September, they are sent down the Danube to
Vienna and Hungary. Many of the snail-
mongers carry more than 80,000 with them.
They are sold in the winter for two or three
florins the hundred. :
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BOYS AND GIRLS AT SEA;

OR, TALES OF A VOYAGE,

FOR STAY AT HOME TRAVELLERS.

““The topsail shivers in the wind,
The ship she drifts to sea,”

It was a delightful spring morning when Mr
Chelmer and his family, having arrived from
Philadelphia a few days before, embarked in
the steam-boat Nautilus to join the vessel
that was to convey them from New York to
London. As their absence was to be but
short, the pain of parting from their friends in
Philadelphia very soon subsided.” They were
disposed to think lightly of the probable incon-
veniences of the voyage, and to anticipate much
enjoyment from their visit to Europe. The
children, particularly, were in high spirits, and
very impatient to find themselves on board the
ship and the voyage actually commencing.

Charles Chelmer and his sisters Sophia and
Emily were all remarkably handsome, and much
resembled each other. They had beautiful fea-
tures, blooming complexions, and well-propor-
tioned figures. Their dark brown hair cut
closely behind, curled gracefully on their fine
foreheads, and their eyes of the deepest blue
were equally expressive of sweetness and intelli-
gence. Charles was sixteen, Sophia fourteen,
and little Emily had just entered her eighth year.

In addition to their ownchildren, Mr. and
Mrs. Chelmer had the care of Matilda Massing-
ham, a young lady from Virginia, whose age was
about fifteen. Her father had in his youth
resided several years in Philadelphia, during
which time he became acquainted with Mr.
Chelmer, and had since corresponded with him.
Her mother’s family was connected by marriage
with some relations of Mrs, Chelmer. Mr.

Massingham was owner of a large tobacco plan-
tation, and a great number of slaves; but having
a numerous family to provide for, he was in-
duced to accept the offer of a brother settled in
England, who proposed to adopt Matilda, as he
had no children of his own, and had requested
that she might be sent to London to complete
her education under the superintendence of his
wife, an English lady,

Matilda Massingham was a tall, thin girl, with
very light hair and very light eyes, a fair skin
inclining to freckle, and small, insignificant
features, She had been taught by an extremely
foolish mother to consider herself a beauty, and

"had been dressed like a woman, and taken to
balls and parties from her earliest childhood,
She was attended by a black girl, named Phillis,
who had been brought up with her, and treated
sometimes as a companion and sometimes as a
slave, acco'rding to the whims of her young
mistress.

In little more than an hour, the steam-boat
was alongside of the ship, which was waiting at
Staten Island for the passengers, and the Chel-
mer family soon found themselves safely depo-
sited on the deck of the fine vessel that was to
be their habitation for the next four or five
weeks.

Matilda, who had visited the ship a few days
before, when she lay at the wharf, expressed
much dissatisfaction on finding the elegant silk
damask curtains and rich Brussels carpets all
removed, and curtains of chintz and common

B



2 BOYS AND GIRLS AT SEA.

ingrain carpets substituted in their places. The
captain explained to her, that, during the voyage,
the furniture was liable to be damaged by the
waves occasionally breaking over the ship, and
the salt water running down into the cabin, and
that it was also exposed to other accidental in-
juries. For this reason, it is always the custom
to remove and put away the most costly articles
before the vessel goes to sea.

Matilda, who was a very forward girl, replied
rudely, ‘“that she thought it was cheating the
passengers, to show them the ship elegantly fitted
up while she lay in the harbour, and then to
make them perform the voyage with inferior
carpets and curtains.” The captain smiled, and
saying that he believed it was generally under-
stood by the passengers that such was the
arrangement in all the packets that sailed between
America and Europe, he left her and went on
deck. \

Mrs. Chelmer, with the assistance of Sophia,
selected as much of their baggage as they would
require on the voyage, and arranged it in their
state-rooms, for so are called the little sleeping
apartments on ship-board. The
trunks were deposited in the steerage, a place in
the middle of the ship, where the luggage is

(=l-an-]
stowed away, and where the inferior grade of

remaining

passengers (who cannot afford to pay the cabin
price) sleep and eat. Mrs. Chelmer and Emily
were to share one of the state-rooms that open-
ed into the ladies’ cabin, and Sophia and Matilda
occupied another; while Mr. Chelmer and
Charles had a room in the dining cabin. There
was just as many passengers as could be accom-
modated with convenience, and no more.
Matilda (who had called Phillis to attend to
her things,} was much out of humour on finding
that all her numerous trunks and boxes were

not to remain in the cabin. She declared that
she should want every article in them before the
voyage was over, and that she was not going to
make a fright of herself because she was at sea,
being determined to dress exactly as she did on
shore. T wonder,” said she to Sophia, “how
you and your mother can think of disfiguring
yourselves for four or five weeks with those black
China-crape frocks, and the black silk calashes
you have provided for the voyage. Asto Emily
she is but a child, and it is no matter what she
wears. And your father and Charles, how will
they look in their grey jackets and their blue
cloth caps 2’

1 suspect,” replied Sophia, * that beforea
week has elapsed, you will regret having refused
my mother’s offer of equipping you with dresses
similar to her’s and mine. She has been at sea
before, and knows the convenience of being
drest in the simplest manner possible, and of
wearing nothing that is easily spoiled, or that
requires a long time to arrange.

When their state-rooms were fixed, the ladies
went on deck, where they found Mr. Chelmer
talking to another gentleman, and Charles seated
with Emily on one of the benches at the head of
the cabin stairs, (called the companion way,) and
explaining to his little sister the process of
getting the ship under way.

“Oh! Sophia,” exclaimed Emily, “Charles
has been telling me that the ship is held fast and
prevented from moving by a large iron thing
called an anchor, such as we have often seen in
pictures, and which has a cable (a very strong
thick rope) fastened to it. Some cables are made
of a heavy iron chain. When the captain wishes
the ship to stop in a river or bay, he orders an
anchor to be thrown out, and the anchor sticks
down in the mud or sand at the bottom of the
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water. Sometimes it requires two or three an-
chors to hold a ship fast. When the captain
intends the vessel to sail, or to get under way,
as they call it, the sailors wind up the anchor by
the windlass. Thisis what they are doing now.”’

Charles. Look, look towards the head of the
ship, and you will see the anchor hanging sus-
pended over the water.
drawing it up.

Matilda. What do you call the head ?

Charles. The head is the front or forepart of
the ship. The bows, as the sailors say. The
back part of the vessel is the stern. The cabin
is at the stern. In the middle is the steerage,
where passengers of the lower class are accom-
modated. Forward, or near the head of the
ship is the forecastle, where the sailors live, and
down below all, is the hold, where the cargo is

See, they are just

deposited. .

Emily. And by what names are the three
masts of the ship distinguished ?

Charles. The one nearest to the head of the
vessel is called the fore-mast. That in the
middle is the main-mast, and that nearest the
stern is the mizen-mast.

Sophia. The mizen-mast goes up through the
dining cabin.

Emily. Oh! Sophia, just look at the sailors
standing on those round smooth pieces of wood
that go across the masts.

Charles. Those are called the yards.
see the sails are fastened to them.

Emily. Yes. The sailors are now untying the
strings that keep the sails tucked up tight to the
yards.

Sophia. That is, that the sails may be loos-
ened and spread out to catch the wind, which
will fill them and make the ship go.

Emily. Oh: Tam so much afraid those poor
sailors will fall! See how they walk and stand,

You

and kneel, and lean over the yards as fearlessly
as if they were down on the floor of the deck.
And some, while they are untying the sails, have
nothing to put their fect on but a single rope.
See, there are three cr four almost at the very top
of the masts. I wonder their heads are not
dizzy. Look! look ! how they run up and down
those dangerous rope-ladders.

Charles. Those rope ladders are called the
shrouds. p L

Matilda. For my part, Pcare not what they
arecalled. Isee no use in explaining or un-
derstanding all those things. I take interest in
nothing that concerns a ship except the cabin.
1 intend to be on deck as little as possible:

Emily. Well : 1 like to know as much as 1
can about every thing.

The anchor was now up and deposited in its

. place at the bow. The sails were shaken out,

and rustled in the breeze which was soon to fill
them. The tide was favourable, and in a short
time the vessel passed the light-house at Sandy
Hook, and was at sea before the bell rang for
dinner.

Seated at a long table which was covered with
a variety of excellent dishes, the passengers all
seemed to enjoy the favourable commencement
of their voyage. The wind being fair, the ship
went steadily on, and there was none of that
rolling, tossing motion which causes sea-sickness.
When they came on deck after dinner, the
heights of Never-sink had assumed the blue tint
of distance, and seemed rapidly receding from
the sight. A boat came along-side in which the
pilot took his departure, having safely brought
the ship out of the harbour. Nearly all the
passengers charged the pilot with farewell letters
to their friends, which he was to put into_the

post-office on his return to New York. :
Several of the ladies shed tears as the pINREH



4 BOYS AND GIRLS AT SEA.

descended into the boat, and the gentlemen all
shook hands with him. He seemed to be the
last connecting link between them and the coun-
try they were leaving, and whose shore had now
faded into a dim, dark line along the edge of the
western horizon.

At sunset the land had entirely disappeared,
and nothing was visible all around but the vast,
unbounded ocean, with the .clear blue sky and
the bright long rays of the evening star spark-
ling in the west.

¢ And now,” said Charles, ¢ we are really at

sea,”

« Hail ! thou multitudinous ocean !”

During the night the wind increased, and
vecoming more easterly, there was a great deal
of motion in the vessel. Before morning all the
ladies were very sea-sick, and also several of the
gentlemen.  Mr. Chelmer, however, felt no
symptoms of this most annoying disorder, and
in a few hours Charles had perfectly recovered.
Mrs. Chelmer and her daughters bore their
sickness extremely well, and made great exer-

tions to assist Matilda, whose groans and lamen-

tations were most melancholy to hear. She
screamed at every roll of the ship, and though
she had at first chosen the upper berth, she
insisted now on being removed to the under one,
lest she should fall out. She would not allow
her maid Phillis to go to bed, but ordered her
to sit up with her all night, though the poor
girl suffered much more from sickness than ber
young mistress did. At last, Mrs. Chelmer,
whose compassion was much excited, dismissed
Phillis to her sleeping place, saying she would
herself attend on Miss Massingham. This was

no easy task, and Matilda bitterly lamented that
she had ever undertaken the voyage, and when
Mr. Chelmer came into the cabin, to see how
they all were, she foolishly insisted on his de-
siring the captain to go back to New York and
put her on shore again, declaring that it would
be impossible for her to live to get to England.

Next morning none of the ladies were well
enough to appear at the breakfast table, but
before noon little Emily’s sickness was entirely
gone, and Charles had no difficulty in persuading
her to accompany him on deck. He assisted
her carefully to the staircase, and as the ship
rolled, they found their varions slips and stum-
bles, and the difficulty they had in keeping their
feet, rather amusing than otherwise.

Emily looked round, and saw not the glimpse
of any thing like land ; only the world of waters
beneath them, and the clouds above their heads.
The colour of the sea had changed from green
to dark blue. Tt is always blue at a consider-
able distance from land. Charles held Emily
up to look over the side of the vessel, which was
ploughing her way through the foaming waves,
throwing her spray from her bows, and leaving
a long white track of froth behind her. Emily
was much interested in watching the billows,
which seemed to chase each other till their
curling tops burst into foam. Her father show-
ed her some sea gulls flying so low that their
white wings almost dipped into the water, and a
multitude of porpoises swimming at a distance,
in a shoal which extended as far as the eye
could reach. They are a large coarse fish with
a head shaped something like that of a hog.
Sometimes one would playfully spring out of the
water, and tumble into it again with a great
splash.

Several days passed on with much sameness.



MOTION OF THE SHIP, ETC.

Once, on a sudden roll of the ship, Emily would"

have been precipitated head foremost down the
cabin stairs, had she not been caught by a
sailor that was standing near, receiving some
orders from the mate, and who hastily started
forward and saved her from falling. This man,
Charles afterwards informed her, was called Tom
White, and he was his favorite of all the crew.
Being a Yankee *,and of course very expert at
working in wood, Tom White madein some of
his leisure moments a very pretty wooden bowl,
plate, fork and spoon, which he commissioned
Charles to present to his little sister. Emily
was delighted with these things. She put them
away in a box, and was as careful of them as
Matilda professed to be of her trinkets.

In the course of a week all the passengers were
again in good health and spirits, except Matilda,
who continued sick because she would not
make the slightest exertion to be otherwise.
She layall the time in her berth, with poor Phil-
lis sitting beside her, or going every hour to the
steward to ask for something which Matilda had
taken a fancy to eat, and which must immediate-
1y be prepared for her. Somtimes she wanted a
pork steak, sometimes a peice of plumb cake;
sometimes a mutton chop, and then a plate of
figs ; sometimes a fried chicken, and thena cus-
tard or a slice of broiled ham ; sometimes ccffee,
sometimes lemonade, and sometimes chocolate.
Ofthese various thing she generally ate heartily,
and then got sick again.
more troublesome passenger than this forward
and perverse girl. Mrs, Chelmer, finding that Ma-
tilda’s sickness was protracted by her lying con-
stantly in bed, and eating and drinking impro-
perly, atlast insisted on her making an exertion

Never was there a

* This term, when used by an American, means a native of
New England.

to go on deck, one day when the weather was
fine, and the sea perfectly calm.

But Matilda refused to be seen in the cabin or
on deck unless she was handsomly dressed, and
as she said that after her hair was pinned up it
would be several hours before the curls could
be opened, her appearance in public had to be
postponed till next morning.

Accordingly, that night she managed to sit up
in bed while Phillis pinned up her curls, and
next morning the pins were taken out, the curls
loosened, and the great business of dressing
commenced ; but it was not over in less than two
hours. 'The captain then conveyed her up the
cabin stairs, and she appeared on deck in a white
muslin frock profusely decorated’ with insertion
trimming and worked flowers, a pink guaze scarf,
and a leghorn hat, ornamented with gauze ribbon
and roses. Her stays were laced so tight that she
could scarcely breathe, and her feet were squeez-
ed into shoes that were too small for them. Her
style of dress was so entirely different from that
of the other ladies and so ill-suited to the place,
and she looked so conceited and so affected, that
it was scarcely possible to avoid smiling as she
took two or three turns up and down the deck,
languidly leaning on the captain’s arm, and then
threw herself intoa chair, declaring she was near-
ly dead with fatigue.

However, as there was no motion in the ship,
and as Matilda really felt better for breathing
the fresh air, she was persuaded to remain on
deck till dinner-time. Butin the course of the
morning her beautiful scarf became very much
daubed with tar, the lower flounce of her frock
was sadly nibbled by the ship goat, and one of
her white kid gloves, which she had taken off
while eating an orange, was nearly devoured by
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the same mischievous animal. These accidents
much discomposed her, and she beat the goat so
severely with her parasol that poor Nanny never
ventured to approach her again during the re-
mainder of the voyage.

It was a lovely day, the sky was without a
cloud, the sea was calm and smooth as a mirror,
and various fishes and sea insects were swimming
round the ship. Charles got a bucket with a
long rope fastened to it, and amused himself by
letting it down into the water to see what he
could fish up. He caught a bead-fish, which
was about a foot long, clear as an icicle, and
with a dozen eyes dispersed at equal distances
from head to tail. He also brought up in the
bucket a medusa or sea-nettle, which looked
like a cake of yellowish jelly. Charles had
heard that the medusa, on being touched, caused
a stinging sensation like a vegetable nettle, and
he was going to put his finger on it, when Emily
caught his hand, and begged him to desist.
“ My dear little sister,” said Charles, “do you
think I cannot bear a trifling pain to satisfy my
curiosity 2 I know that it will sting my hand,
but I should like to ascertain exactly how it
feels. 1 have heard it described, but there is
nothing like one’s own experience.” So saying,
he laid his finger on the medusa, and held it
there for about a minute, but the pain was very
severe, and it caused for a short time considerable
redness and inflammation. Charles, however,
bore it with great composure, and joined the
gentlemen in laughing at his experiment; but
the tears came into the eyes of the tender-hearted
little Emily.

“ How calm, how beautiful is the sea,” said
Charles, ““ how delightful it would be to bathe in
this clear smooth water.” Just as he spoke, Mr.
Chelmer told him to look towards the stern, and

he would see something that would totally
destroy his inclination for bathing.

He then pointed out to the children a monstrous
shark which was swimming near the ship, and
opening his enormous mouth with its three rows
of teeth, in pursuit of a small fish which glided
rapidly before him. The little fish suddenly
displayed a pair of wings, rose from the sea, and
flew out of sight. The children were delighted
with the opportunity of seeing a flying fish, and
even Matilda seemed to take some interest in so
singular a spectacle.

In the afternoon Mr. Chelmer conducted his
daunghters all over the ship, and explained to
them the various parts of the vessel, and their
respective uses. On this expedition, Matilda °
would not accompany them, saying she had no
desire to clamber up and down ladders, and poke
into dark holes and corners, at the risk of tearing
and soiling her frock, or knocking her hat
against the low ceilings.

When they came on deck again, the girls were
much terrified to see Charles ascending the
shrouds of the main-top-gallant-mast. Emily
began immediately to scream, and Mrs. Chelmer,
who had just come out of the cabin, called to
him to descend immediately. “If he chooses to
risk his life,” said Matilda, who was sitting
quietly on deck, “let him take the consequences.
Iam sure I have had no idea of screaming after
him.” ¢ Oh, Matilda,” exclaimed Sophia,
“Charles is not your brother. But see, he is
coming down, as soon as he heard my mother
call him.”

“ My dear,” said Mr. Chelmer to his wife, ““to
a strong active boy, with firm nerves and a steady
head, the danger of going aloft is notso great as
it appears to be, particularly when the weathe
is as calm as it now is. I have frequently, in
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- former voyages, been at the mast head myself,
and I assure you it is an exploit which any one
of our sex (above the age of childhood) ought to
be equalto. You see how the sailor boys run up
the shrouds?” ¢ But they are accustomed to
it,” said Sophia. “Sometime must be the first,”
observed Mr. Chelmer.

Charles had now safely descended to the deck,
and apologised to his mother and sisters for
alarming them, saying ‘“he had hoped to have
‘finished his tour above, before they had come
up from theirs below.” 1 can assure you,”
said Matilda, ‘‘ he has done even worse than you
have seen, for he crossed over from one mast to
another by a single rope, which hung suspended
like a festoon. He reminded me ofa man I saw
at the circus, clinging to a slack rope.”

The calm continued nearly all day. As the
sun declined, nothing could be more splendid
than its reflection on the water, which was now
slightly rippled by a light breeze. As

¢ The white sails caught the evening ray,
The waves beneath them seemed to burn.”

A sunset at sea is a glorious sight, as there is
nothing tointerceptthe view. The sun, broad and
dilated, descends till it touches the line where
the western sky meets the western ocean. There
it appears to rest awhile on the lowest verge of
the horizon, and then it slowly seems to sink
into the sea, leaving behind it a streak of crimson
light which gradually fades away as the stars
come_ out.

¢ Their march is o’er the mountain waves,”

Ix the course of the night a mass of heavy
clouds gathered in the north-east, the wind sprang

up right a-head, and before morning it blew a
violent gale.

Matilda’s terrors entirely banished her sea-sick-
ness,  and she lay in her berth declaring she
would not leave it again till the voyage was over.
One moment she screamed at the rolling of the
ship, the next she cried out that she was sicker
than ever. At intervals she fretted for ripe
strawberries, and wished herself back in Virginia,
that she might get some.

None of the Chelmer family were sick again,
and very few of the other passengers, so that,
notwithstanding the storm, the breakfast table
was nearly as wel attended as usual. The repast,
however, was not a very comfortable one, The
ship rolled so much that the waves frequently
broke over her side, and the water pouring down
through the insterstices of the sky-light, it had
been necessary to put on the hood or cover.
This made the cabin so datk, {the windows be-
ing closed also,) that the lamp which hung over
the table was lighted at breakfast-time.

The breakfast went on with great difficulty.
The passengers had to hold their plates in their
hands as well as their cups, and frequently both
cup and plate fell, while the holder was saving
himself by catching at the back of the settee.
Suddenly a tremendous wave came pouring down
the stairs, and swept every thing off the table,
leaving the cabin floor several inches deep in
water. The company, to avoid the wet, jumped
on the chairs and settees, and some scrambled
up to the bulk head, for so is called the
broad sort of shelf which goes under the
cabin windows. Charles, who sat near the stairs,
was completely drenched.

The passengers, though startled at first, could
not help smiling at the grotesque attitudes in
which they saw each other. Some still kept in
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their hands forks with pieces of meat on them,
others held egg-cups upside down, the egg
streaming over their clothes. One gentleman
grasped tightly in both hands a plate of hot
muffins, and several had their mouths full of salt
water. Broken cups and plates, eggs, pieces of
meat and bread, lumps of sugar, pats of butter,
and various other breakfast materials were swim-
ming and melting about the floor: streams of
sea-water were dripping from the table-cloth.
There was much exclamation, and the shrieks of
Matilda from the ladies’ cabin added greatly to
the noise.

She was sitting up in her bed, eating her
breakfast which Phillisheld for her: the door of
her room was open, when a sudden and violent
pitch of the vessel tossed her out of her berth,
and poor Matilda continued rolling over the floor
till she found herself at the foot of the stairs
deluged in the water which had just poured down
there. Mr. Chelmer and a young gentleman ran
to her assistance, and soon found, that though
very much frightened she was not hurt. They
carried her to her apartment, but when she
passed the looking-glass that hung over the sofa,
and which she had a habit of looking into that
no disaster could conquer, she stopped, trans-
fixed avith horror at the deplorable figure she
made. The water was streaming from the ends
of her sleeves and from the hem of her wrapper,
her cap had fallen off, and hung round her neck
by its strings: her comb was broken in half:
her hair, dripping with wet, was dangling over
her shoulders : the curls which Phillis had pin-
ned up the night before, were in wretched
disorder, the hair-pins having fallen out, and
most of them lodged in the collar of her gown
and down herback. ¢ To think,” she exclaimed
to Mrs, Chelmer, who came to Matilda’s room

to assist her, ““ to think that I should have been
seen such a wretched figure,—I shall never be
able to look the gentlemen in the face again; I
will stay in England all my life, I will never re-
turn to America, I will never go to sea again
while I live.”

By this time the water was wiped up from the
floor, and carried out in a bucket, and some
degree of order was restored, but as there was a
possibility of a similar accident recurring, the
ladies retreated to their own cabin, and took
refuge in their berths, where they spent a most
tedious day ; as the motion of the ship made it
difficult for them to read, Sophia got into Emily’s
berth, and very kindly amused her little sister by
telling her stories, and relating various amusing
anecdotes.

Charles ventured several times on deck, being
unwilling, as he said, to lose the opportunity of
witnessing so grand and awful a spectacle as a
storm at sea. The waves were tremerdously
high, and followed each other with a fury which
seemed irresistible. The sky was entirely ob-
scured with clouds, and a heavier and darker
mass was coming up from the north-east. Asg
the wind rose, the swell of the waves increased,
till the whole ocean looked as if covered with
foam. The vessel carried very little sail, but
the straining of the masts, the creaking of the
timbers, and the whistling of the wind through
the rigging, made a combination of melancholy
sounds. As the ship rolled from side to side,
she seemed alternately to sink into a deep valley
between two mountains of water, which appeared
nearly as high as the mast-head, and to rise
upon them as they went down till she looked as
if riding on their tops. It was not till a wave
dashing over the deck carried off a hencoop, that
Charles, whose whole attention was absorbed in
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~ the scene before him, found it was better for him
to quit deck.

The night set in, dark, dreary, and with the
storm increasing. The gentlemen all assembled
in the dining cabin; some who had never been
at sea before, testified much uneasiness; others
who had witnessed storms still greater, made
light of this. The captain, wrapped in his great
coat, remained on deck calling to the men
through his speaking-trumpet, and as the storm
grew louder, the shouting, running, and tram-
pling over head was almost terrific to those below.

As usual on such occasions, the conversation
in'the cabin turned principally on shipwrecks,
and various appalling tales were recounted on
this melancholy subject.

One gentleman, who had frequently been at
sea, related that he was once wrecked on some
rocks near a small island in the West Indies.
They saw the people on the shore, but the surf
was so high and the breakers so tremendous, that
no boat could be sent out to their assistance.
The crew were all night clinging to the wreck,
expecting every moment to be washed away.
Fortunately they bad on board a large Newfound-
land dog, and in the morning they put one end of
a rope in the dog’s mouth, and directed him to
swim to the shore with it, the other end being
made fast to the vessel. The faithful and

sagacious animal completely succeeded in the [

experiment. He soon reached the land, buf-
feting the billows with the most unshrinking
courage.” The people on the beech then took the
rope, and held it firmly, while the crew one by
one worked themselves along it, till they all
reached the shore in safety. Just as the last
man jumped on thebeech, the vessel went to pieces

Charles, who was extravagantly fond of dogs,
was so delighted with this anecdote, that he

could not forbear going to the door of the ladies
cabin and petitioning for admittance, that he
might immediately relate it to his sisters,
When he had done telling it, the girls made®
many inquiries as to what he had seen on deck.
They were not much alarmed at the storm, as
their father had assured them that there was no
real danger, the ship being in every respect a
good one, and the captain an excellent seaman,
and the whole crew expert and orderly.

Emily said, she hoped that none of the poor
sailors were aloft that dreadful night, and when
Charles replied ‘that several of them were in that
dangerous situation, and that in a storm it was
absolutely necessary that some of the crew
should be thus exposed, she shuddered at every
howl of the blast, and at every roll of the ship.
But her brother consoled her by the assurance
that sailors were so accustomed to going aloft
in dark njghts, that they could manage to do so
with little or no difficulty, and that from practice
and dexterity they rarely missed their footing.

However, as soon as Charles had left the cabin,
little Emily knelt in her bed, and clasping her
hands, prayed earnestly that God would not
allow any of the poor sailors to fall into the sea,
particularly Tom White.

 Merrily, merrily goes the bark,
Before the gale she bounds.

Towards morning the storm abated, and in
the course of the following day it entirely subsi-
ded, so that the ladies could again venture on
deck, though there was still considerable motion
in the ship, as after a severe gale it is_generally
a long time before the waves settle, or before the
sea goes down, as the sailors callit. But the sun

&
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was bright, and every thing looked cheerful.—
The attention of all on board was soon attrac-
ted by a whale which was seen at a distance,

.ﬁouting up water from his nostrils, and throwing
aside the foam as he proceeded through the
waves.

Next day, there was a fine fair wind, and
early in the morning Charles ran down to in-
form his sisters that they were going nine knots
anhour. He seldom failed to be present at the
throwing out of the log line, by which the speed
of the vessel is ascertained, and which is always
done by one of the mates. He had also learned
to take an observation with the quadrant, and he
taught little Emily the points of the compass,

¢« That oracle to man in mercy given,
‘Whose voice is truth, whose wisdom is from Heaven.”

The wind continued fair, the vessel made rapid
progress, and in a few days they approached the
banks of Newfoundland, which lie near an
island of the same name, and are famous for
their extensive cod fisheries. Here they saw
many land birds flying about, and the water
again looked green. They passed two fishing
boats, from which they got thirty fresh cod,
in exchange for some beef, pork and cigars.
These were sufficient to feast the whole crew, as
well as the passengers.

Matilda, hearing that land was not far off,
immediately summoned Phillis to commence
dressing her, supposing that of course the pas-
sengers were all going on shore; and she was
much disappointed when Mrs. Chelmer told her
that American ships, on their way to Europe,
never stop at Newfoundland, and rarely ap-
proach near enough to discern the coast.

Two days after they passed the banks, the

atmosphere became excessively cold, and the
captain thought they were approaching an ice-
berg. “What is an ice-berg?” asked Matilda.
¢ It is an immense mass or rock of ice,” replied
Sophia, ¢ which in the spring is loosened from
the coasts of Green-land, or other northern re-
gions, and floats down into warmer latitudes.”
«“Well, I do not want to see it,” said Matilda,
¢ I hate all curiosities.”

Very soon an ice-berg appeared at a distance.
When far off it resembled a white cloud, but as
it came nearer, it looked like an immense rock.
The cold became so intense that the ladies did
not find their shawls warm enough, and went
down to get their cloaks. Sophia tried to per-
suade Matilda, (who was now quite well,) to
come on deck and see the ice-berg. This she
at first refused, but after Sophia had gone up,
she recollected that she would now have an
opportunity of displaying her rich purple satin
cloak, which would appear to great advantage,
beside the plain black silk cloak of the Chel-
mers. She found that this capacious mantle
would entirely cover her morning gown. So
putting a long white lace veil over her hat, to
conceal that her curls were pinned up, she sent
for Charles Chelmer to assist her to the deck.

They were soon within a mile of the ice-berg,
which was stupendously lofty, nearly as high as
the main-mast head, It was broken in the most
singular and grotesque forms ; some of its pin-
nacles towering up to a great height above the
rest, and others leaning over so far that they
looked as if they would fall every moment. Its
general colour was a beautiful greenish blue,
but as the sun broke from under a cloud, and
shone full upon it, it displayed all the various
tints of the rainbow, Its numerous summits
were covered with snow, which was now melting
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and pouring down its sides like cataracts. The
children were amazed at the tremendous height
of the ice-berg, but Mr. Chelmer told them that
there was very probably five times as much of it
below the surface of the water as above.

The ship was kept off from the ice-berg, as
they are dangerous on account of their suction,
or propensity to draw the vessel towards them.

The captain related that he was once very
near being knocked to pieces between two ice-
bergs. The ship was drawn into the current
between them. They approached nearer to each
other, and it appeared so certain that they would
meet and crush the vessel, that the captain and
crew abandoned her and took to the long-boat.
When, just as they had cleared themselves from
the ship, a sudden gust of wind blew the ice-
bergs apart in different directions, and the crew
returned to the vessel, which thus escaped unin-
Jjured.

In spite of her elegant cloak, the cold soon

" induced Matilda to return to the cabin, and the
chilliness of the atmosphere continued long after
they had lost sight of the ice-berg.

Next day the weather was delightfully pleasant,
and unusually warm for the season. The wind
was still fair, and the vessel seemed almost to fly
through the water. Inthe evening the passen-
gers remained on deck till long after dark,
watching the sparkling foam which seemed to
play round the ship like liquid fire, and there were
various discussions among the gentlemen as to
the cause of the luminous appearance of the sea
at night; when

¢ Awaked before the rushing prow, .
The mimic fires of ocean glow,
Those lightnings of the wave.”

11

 For her there’s a story in every breeze,
And a picture in every wave.”

'n

(¢ Tue following day they saw a ship, which
was evidently laying her course o the west, and
which the captain immediately pronounced to be
an American vessel. As there was a probability
of the two ships very soon passing each other,
most of the passengers adjourned to the cabin to
finish letters which they had been writing at
their leisure, in case of meeting a vessel on her
way to America.

Sophia ran dowm to try aud persuade Matilda
to come and see the strange ship, but Matilda
said she would not go on deck unless she was
dressed, and it was now too warm to envelope
herself in her cloak.

‘When Sophia returned to the deck, the strange
vessel was coming on very fast, and when quite
near she displayed American colours.

The two ships were soon alongside, and the
two Captains went to the quarter railing with
their speaking trumpets, through which they ac-
costed each other. The strange vessel was found
to be a packet returning to Philadelphia from
Liverpool.

Mutual enquiries having been made and an-
swered, the letters were all tied together, and
the ends of the twine were drawn through a hole
made in a large potatoe, the weight of which was
to prevent the parcel from being blown into the
sea. The packet was then pitched on board the
Philadelphia ship, and two letters for London
were in the same manner thrown on the deck of the
New York vessel. The latest news from England
and America having been exchanged through the
speaking trumpets, the captains took their leave,
the ships passed rapidly on, and in a short time
lost sight of each other.

Among the other letters, was one which Emily
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rejoiced in having finished the day before, so

that it was quite ready to be fastened to the

potatoe with the rest, and thrown on board they
Philadelphia ship. It was her first attempt at

letter-writing, and addressed to her cousin,

Harriet Williams.

Dear Harriet,

We are now at sea. We look all round and
see nothing but water every where. The land
of America we have left far behind us, and the
land of England is still so distant that we may
not come to it for several weeks.

At night when I lie in my berth under my
mother’s, and hear the waves rushing along the
side of the vessel so very near me, I often think,
suppose the boards were to get loose, and the
water pour in and drown me. Sometimes it
makes so much noise that I really think it must
begin to pour in, till my mother convinces me
that there is no danger. And then at night,
when the wind blows hard, there is such a
trampling and running over-head, and such a
shouting, and such a creaking and swinging of
things backward and forward, as the ship rolls
from side to side.

The rolling of the ship is a very bad thing,
though it sometimes makes us laugh. Often,
when we are walking across the cabin, we have
to save ourselves from falling by catching at the
chairs, table, doors, or any thing we can get
hold of ; and going up stairs is very bad indeed.

But what I most wonder at is, that the poor
sailors can climb up the masts, and stand out on
the yards, when the ship is rolling as if she
would fall over every moment, Would you be-
lieve, Harriet, that they go aloft, as they call it,
in the night as well as in the day; yes; and in

dark stormy nights too; and still not one of our
sailors has yet fallen into the sea.

I pity the poor sailors very much. They
work very hard, and the worse the weather, the
more they have to do. And when they get wet
with the waves that sometimes dash over the
deck, they cannot immediately go down and
change their clothes, as Charles does. Pulling
s0 much at the hard ropes makes their hands al-
most as rough as iron, and they are often daub-
ed with tar. The sailors have no soft bread to
eat, but only a sort of biscuit, which is so hard
that I cannot bite it, though Charles says he
likes it very well. They boil their tea in tin
cans, and their dinners are salt beef or salt pork
with dried beans and peas. I da not believe
they ever have a dessert. I often wish they
could taste of some of the nice pies and pud-
dings we have in the cabin, and particularly the
plum cake. At the cabin-table there is always
plenty of wine and porter and lemonade, but the
poor sailors have nothing to drink but nasty
grog.

However, in spite of all their sufferings they
seem pleasant and good-humoured; I often hear
them singing and whistling. There is one very
good sailor, named Tom White, though he can-
not be called handsome. He saved me from fal-
ling down the cabin stairs, and has made me a
very pretty wooden bowl, and also a plate, fork
and spoon. They are really beautiful: so very
nicely finished. I will show them to you as soon
ag [ return to Philadelphia,

One day when there was a calm, and the ship
could not sail for want of wind, several of the
sailors were whistling to call up the breeze,
That is, they thought if they whistled the wind
would arise. This is certainly very foolish. I



THE LETTER, &c. 1

should have supposed that men who had seen so
much of the world would have had more sense.

The calm was very beautiful. The water was
perfectly smooth, and as the sun shone on it,
it looked of all colours, blue and green and
purple and gold. Still, though there was not a
breath of wind, and no waves, the sea was all
the time heaving slowly up and down.

Afterwards came a storm which was very
dreadful, and much like the storms in Robinson
Crusoe, only that our ship was not wrecked.
When I see you I will tell you a great deal more
about it, and I will also describe to you the
beautiful glittering ice-berg which made us all
80 cold.

We have a goat on board, and a dear little
white kid, which I love very much indeed,—I
even hug and kiss it. The goat gives us milk
for our tea and coffce, and that is the way in
which ships are supplied with milk. We have
also sheep and pigs, and long coops full of tur-
keys, geese, ducks, and fowls, some of which
are killed every day for dinner. But I take
care never to know any thing about the killing.

The kitchen is called the caboose, and is a
little wooden house on the deck. I wonder how
the cook, who is a black man, can get so much
cooking done in so small a place, for it is
scarcely larger than a closet. The steward
generally makes the pies and puddings in the
pantry, and one day my mother made a very
large plum pudding. We all helped by way of
amusement. My mother beat the eggs and pre-
pared the spice, Charles chopped the suet,
Sophia stoned the saisins, and I picked the cur-
rants, and did not put a single one into my
mouth. The pudding was very good indeed,

and made none of us sick, though I was allowed -

to eat two slices.

Dear Harriet, I must now leave off, as my
paper is entirely full. This letter is to be put on
board the very first ship that we meet on her
way to America, and as there is no knowing
at what moment we may see such a ship, I wish
to fold it, and seal it, and have it quite ready.

Your affectionate cousin,
EmiLy CHELMER,

“When on a clear and cloudless night
The moon shall pour her level light,
And tremble on the silver sea.”

The next evening was so warm and beautiful,
that all the passengers remained on deck till a
late hour.

Emily had volunteered to take a long sleep in
the afternoon, that she might be allowed to sit
np that evening and see the moonlight, and even
Matilda consented to stay on deck. Suddenly a
distant ship, which they had discerned before
sun-set, crossed like a dark spot the flood of
light that glittered on the ocean, and came out
with her topsails tinted with the resplendent
ray.

“ How beautiful!” was the general excla-
mation.

I am always delighted,” said Sophia, *to
see a ship even at a distance. I wish we could
meet one every day.”

“] once crossed the Atlantic,” said Mrs.
Musgrave, a lady who was going to London to
join her husband, ‘‘at a time when we all
dreaded the sight of a ship.”

Sophia. 1do not understand how a ship can
ever be an object of terror.

Charles. Oh! I do. It must have been in
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time of war- And the fear was of being taken
by the enemy.

Sophia. Or of having an engagement; that
mnust be worst of all.

Emily. And did you often meet ships, Mrs.
Musgrave, at the same time you were so much
afraid of them?

- Mrs. Musgrave. Not often. But we met
one with which we actually had an engagement.

Sophia. An engagement! a sea fight! Dear
Mrs. Musgrave have you actually been in a
battle?

Charles. Oh, Mrs, Musgrave, how I envy
you. Do tell us how it was. Do describe it to
us.

Matilda. 1 believe I will go down stairs,
If Mrs. Musgrave is going to tell about wounds,
and blood, and killing, and all such disagreeable
things, I shall get quite sick.

Mrs. Musgrave. Do mnot be afraid, Miss
Massingham. Though I was really in a ship
during an engagement, I had no opportunity
of witnessing any of the horrors you speak of.

Sophia. Ob, Mrs, Musgrave, be kind enough
to tell us what you did see and hear.

Emily. Dear mother, it is a warm pleasant
evening, and I am very wide awake. Shall I
not sit up, till Mrs. Musgrave has told us about
the battle? Only think of a lady being in a sea-
fight.

Mrs. Musgrave. 1 was then a girl but twelve
years old.

Emily. So young!
with fear,

Matilda. And have you recollected
since ?

Mrs. Musgrare. The impressions of child-
hood are generally lasting, and I happen to be
blest with a most excellent memory. So re-

I wonder you did not die

it ever

markable an event in the life of a very young
girl was not likely to be forgotten; and for many
years afterwards I occasionally heard my parents
relate particulars of this engagement, so that it
was impossible I should not have a correct idea
of it.

Charles. Dear Mrs. Musgrave, we are all
attention.

“The sun, just arisen, illumined the deep,
Our ship skimm’d the surface with prosperous gale,
‘When the boatswain aroused our companions from sleep,
And proclaim’d the approach of an enemy’s sail.”

¢ Imusr firstinform you,” said Mrs. Musgrave,
¢ that the engagement, of which you wish to hear
a description, took place at a time when war was
expected between France and America, and
when both nations had begun to capture each
other’s ships whenever they could. Our family
had lived seven years in London, and on our
return to Philadelphia we embarked in a very
large vessel which had been an English East-
Indiaman, but had been purchased by American
merchants for the American India trade.  This
ship had thirty guns, and a gun deck like a
frigate. She was of greatsize; and exclusive of
the cabins below, had a cabin on the upper
deck, from which we walked in and out without
having occasion to go up or down stairs.

Emily. How very convenient!

Mrs. Musgrave. This place, which was cal-
led the round house, was very plainly furnished.
It had no carpet: there was a long dining-table
with a locker on one side, and two green settees
on the other, and some common green chairs.
But its other equipments were of a very warlike
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description. Over the doors were boarding
pikes and hatchets or tomahawks. Round the
mizen mast was arranged a circle of muskets.
The walls were decorated with swords, placed
across each other, with a pistol in every angle.
At each end of the room was a large arm-chest,
filled with cutlasses and pistols,

Matilda. What a horrid place! I never
could have eaten my dinner in it.

Mrs. Musgrave. Opening into the dining
cabin were two large state rooms ; one occupied
by the captain and another gentleman, the other
by our own family. Our apartment was suffici-
ently spacious to hold two large beds, placed end
It had three
windows, and a back door opening into the stern
gallery, which was a fine balcony projecting over
the water, and enclosed with venetian shutters.

Sophia, That stern gallery must have been
delightful to sit in, and read or work, or look
out at the sea.

Mrs. Musgrave. It was certainly a very
pleasant and convenient place, and having a roof
and shutters was secure from the weather. We
had a tedious voyage down the British channel,
in consequence of storms and contrary winds,
and the morning after we lost sight of land, a
large armed ship was discovered with the dawn,
steering the same course, and evidently in chase
of us. The sailors guessed her at once to be a
French ship, and the captain being immediately
called up, confirmed the suspicion as soon as he
saw her. As she sailed much faster than we did,
and was evidently gaining on us, our commander
seeing that an engagement was inevitable, deter-
mined tolay to and wait for her, that the event
might be decided at once. The boatswain piped
all hands, that is, he blew the little silver whistle
(which hung by a chain to Lis buttonhole,) in a

toend, a table, asofa, and a piano.

manner which denoted that all the crew were to
come on deck, Orders were given to prepare for
action immediately.

The captain sent our family a message, in-
forming us of what was apprehended, and reques-
ting us to rise as soon as possible. Our alarm,
as you may suppose, was very great; and
looking out of the stern gallery, we saw the
French ship coming directly after us. We were
all dressed in a few minutes and hastened pale
and trembling into the dining room. There we
found the arm chest thrown open, and several
boys ‘engaged in carrying out the pistols and
cutlasses, and placing them in piles, on the deck,
that they might be at hand if required. The
steward, however, was very calmly laying the
table for breakfast.

We went to the cabin doors, and saw the cap-
tain pacing the deck with his spy-glass in his
hand ; sometimes giving orders to the mates, and
sometimes reconnoitring the enemy. The decks
had, as usual, been washed that morning with
the engine, and every thing seemed to go on
with great order and very little noise. Above
the sides of the ship (which were extremely
high) were double nettings, between which the
men were stuffing their hammocks as a defence
against musket balls, The hammocks which
had been brought up for this purpose, were ly-
ing on the deck, and explained the boatswain’s
call of ¢ up all hammocks ahoy !

We looked down the main hatch-way, and
saw the sailors clearing the gun deck that they
might have ample space to work the guns. On
this deck were two large state rooms, and
several small ones. From these apartments the
beds, truunks, and every article of furniture had
been removed, as there was a large gun in each.

'Emily. What! a cannon !
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Mrs. Musgrave. Yes; a cannon.

Matilda. 1 would rather die at once, than
sleep in a room that had a cannon in it.

Mrs. Musgrave. Yet one of these rooms was
occupied by a family with three children, and
there were two children in another.

However, to proceed. When the breakfast
bell rang, the captain and the other gentlemen
sat down, and made their repast with great appa-
rent composure. ‘The ladies could eat nothing,
but to pacify the fears of the children, they as-
sumed an appearance of calmness which they did
not feel. As soon as breakfast was concluded,
the captain buckled on his sword, and said with
asmile, ¢ Ladies, I must request you to walk
down below, till we see what can be done with
this Frenchman.”

Conducted by some of the gentlemen, we pre-
pared to descend into the hold, which being at
the bottom of the ship, and below the water, is
the safest place during the seafight. - There were
six ladies and ten children on board. The gen-
tlemen, generally, staid on deck.

The enemy now displayed her colours ; at that
time the tri-coloured flag of the French republic,
red, blue, and white, Our American ensign was
then run up, and the two ships were nearly along-
side. The preparations for battle were now com-
pleted, and as we passed along the gun-deck, all
was awful silence. The men were all in their
allotted stations, and they stood by the guns with
their jackets off, their shirt sleeves rolled up to
their shoulders, and their heads tied up with
handkerchiefs. The guns were loaded, the
matches were lighted, and they only waited the
signal to fire.

Sophia. How dreadfully you must have felt !

Mrs. Musgrave. We did; and I well remem-
ber how pale the mothers and children looked.

" candles.

We went down a ladder to the orlop-deck (which
is under the gun-deck,} and had great difficulty
in getting over the various boxes and bales that
impeded our way; for the ship had a full cargo.

At last we came to the hatch-way, through
which we were to descend into the hold, which,
as we looked down, seemed like a bottomless
A faint light gleamed up from it, There
was no way for us to get down, but by a single
rope, which was suspended from the edge of the
hatch-way. We had to take this rope in both
hands, and slip down it as well as we could, till
we found ourselves on the casks which were
stowed in the bottom of the hold.

Matilda, Ladies and children to slip down a
single rope ! how could you possibly do such a
thing ?

Mrs. Musgrave. 1 can assure you we accom-
plished it with very little hesitation, and in a
very few minutes. So great was our dread of the
battle beginning before we were in a place of
security, that we scarcely thought of any danger

abyss.

- or inconvenience in gliding down the rope;

though, at a time of less excitement, we should
have found it a most difficult exploit.

Emily. What a dismal place the hold must
have been!

Mrs. Musgrave. It was indeed. We found
there two women whom we had never seen be--
fore. One was the gunner’s wife, the other the
wife of one of the carpenters. The carpenter’s
wife looked much frightened ; the gunner's wife
sat quietly making a muslin cap. A lantern was

- hanging over her head, and near it a pound of

I recollect exclaiming, “ Oh! is it ex-
pected that we are to stay here till all those
candles are burnt out.” v

The hcld was literally paved with casks. We
walked on them and sat on them. A canvass
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" partition separated us from a sort of stable, in
which were three horses and three cows, which
two English gentlemen were taking over to
America.

We had scarcely all got down into the hold,
when we heard a gun from the French ship, which
was answered by one of ours fired by the captain.
The sailors then gave three cheers, and the en-
gagement began by a tremendous broadside from
our ship ; that is, all the guns on the side next
the enemy were fired at once.

Sophia. Oh! what a terrible situation yours
must have been!

Matilda. 1 wonder you did not actually ex-
pire with fear.

Mrs. Musgrave. Being under water, we were in
little or no danger from the balls of the enemy.
But if our vessel had been so shattered as to sink,
or if she had caught fire and blown up, nothing
could have saved us.

Emily. And how much you must have feared
for those that were on deck !

Mrs. Musgrave. Certainly we did. Terror
for those whose lives were every moment in dan-
ger, was, (after the engagement began) our
predominant feeling.

Matilda. And how were you all drest ?

Mrs. Musgrave, smiling. We of course
wore our usual sea clothes, which undoubtedly
that morning were arranged with less care than
usual. I do not believe a single curl was pinned
up that day.

Sophia. How terribly loud the guns must have
sounded. To have had so many cannon firing
over your heads,

Mrs. Musgrave. The noise was indeed tre-
mendous, and seemed to shake the ship like an
earthquake.

Charles. What size were your guns ?

Mrs. Musgrave. They were generally caronades
that carried balls weighing twenty-four pounds ;
therefore they were called twenty-four pounders.
What added to the noise, was the frightful bellow-
ing of the cattle that were so very near us, and
who being much terrified at the unusual disturb-
ance, struggled to .break their fastenings, and
we expected every moment that they would get
loose, and breaking down the canvass partiton
rush in among us,

Emily. And then you would all have been killed,
trampled under their feet, and pierced with their
horns. O, how shocking ! O, the poor little chil-
dren ! Talmost cry to hear it.

Mrs. Musgrave. But the boys soon got over
their fear, and played at hide and seek among the
barrels.

Emily. Boys are afraid of nothing.

Mrs. Musgrave. We were all, however, much
startled by the captain’s great Newfoundland deg
tumbling head foremost down the hatchway, and
falling in the midst of us, where he lay for a
long time, motionless, and severely hurt. This
dog was remarkable for his fondness for guns,
and every sortof fire-arms. Whenever he heard
agun fired, he would jump, wag his tail and show
every symptom of the most extravagant delight,
and then getting out in the main chains at the
side of the shiphe would sit there and bark with
joy for half an hour. When the gunner was
cleaning the muskets, the dognever for a moment
quitted his side.

The day of the engagement was a day of
Jjubilee for poor Nero. His transport was un-
bounded, he leaped ‘round the guns, took the
ropes in his mouth, pulled them, and seemed
trying to assist the men in working them. Being
rather troublesome, and much in the way, some
one very roughly took the poor dog and threw

b
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him down hatch-way into the the hold. He was
dreadfully bruised, and lay for sometime stunned
and insensible. At last he was roused by a tre-
mendous discharge of half the guns at once. He
raised his head, barked faintly, then got on his
feet, and in fact, during the remainder of the
engagement he seemed so much exhilerated by
the sound of the cannon as to forget his hurts.

Ckarles. I never heard of so fine a dog.

Mrs, Musgrave. The engagement had continued
for more than an hour, when the firing suddenly
ceased, and some of the gentlemen coming down,
informed us that the French ship seemed to be
much injured by our shot, and had gone offto a
considerable distance, it was supposed with the
intention of stopping leaks or repairing other
damages ; but it was evident thatshe would return
and resume the fight. Several of our men had
been wounded, but only one killed. We were glad
to have a little cessation of noise and terror.

Sophia. You must have been delighted to go
on deck again, and breathe the fresh air.

Mrs Musgrave- We were advised to continue
below, as there was no knowing how soon the
enemy would return, and the difficulty of getting
out of the hold was very great,

Matilda. Had you nothing to eat or drink all
the time ? .

Mrs. Musgrave. O, yes; about noon the
children were very glad to sce the steward
swinging down the rope with a basket in his
hand, containing biscuit, cheese, several bottles
of porter, and a tin drinking cup. We were at
first somewhat alarmed at seeing his collar
stained with blood, but he explained that his
wound was very slight, his neck having been
merely grazed by a musket ball that passed
closely by it.

Charles. But he had a narrow escape.

Mrs. Musgrave. It was two hours before the
French ship was in a condition to renew the
attack, which she did with redoubled fury. The
supply of water on deck being exhausted, and
the men very thirsty from fatigue and heat, one
of them frequently came down into the hold to
fill a bucket from the water casks that lay there,
and from him we always heard how the battle
was going on. Once the gunner came to the
hatchway and calling to his wife that the car-
tridges were nearly all gone, desired her to ccme
up to the gun-room and assist the boys in
making more. The woman very obediently rose
from her seat, folded up her sewing, and had
nearly ascended the rope, when her husband cal-
led out that she might go back, as two of the
gentlenen had volunteered to make cartridges.

Soon after a most terrific broadside was fired
from our ship. Expecting that the enemy would
return it with interest, we listened with great
alarm for the French guns.
awful silence.

But there was an
A few more shots were fired by
our men, but none of them were returned.
What was our delight when several of the gen-
tlemen came down to tell us that, after receiving
our last broadside, the French ship suddenly
put about and scudded away as fast as possible.
Still our fears that she might again make battle,
made us unwilling to venture on deck. At last
we were informed that our antagonist was near-
ly out of sight, and would certainly trouble us
no more. Our joy can be better imagined than
described.

We then commenced the difficult business of
ascending the rope, and it was a much harder
task to climb up than to slide down. We were
glad when we found ourselves safe on the orlop
deck. The gunner came to the hatchway, and
when his wife ascended, he shook hands with her,
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exclaiming “ Well, my girl, we've beat off the | to pieces: These fragments of old iron are tied

Frenchman.” This woman, who had shown su
much outward composure during the time of
danger, now that it was all over, leaned on her
husband’s shoulder and burst into tears.

Mrs. Chelmer. 1 have no doubt, she suffered
greatly during the whole action, as her husband’s
life was constantly exposed, but having probably
been in such scenes before, she had learnt to
command her feelings till the danger was over.

Mrs. Musgrave. Aswe passed along the gun
deck on our return, it looked unusually light and
vacaunt, the various canvas partitions having
been torn down, and every thing cleared awayin
preparing for the engagement.
all in high spirits, exultingin the fortunate issue
of the contest, but lamenting that they had not
been able to capture the French ship. She had
escaped from wus in consequence of her rigging
being almost uninjured, while ours was so shat-

The sailors were

tered that it was impossible for us to pursue her.
Mr. Chelmer. The French always fire at the
rigging. ;
Mrs. Musgrave. When we came on deck,
our adversary was so far off that she looked like
aspot on the verge of the horizon. Our own
ship presented a most forlorn spectacle. Our
sails were shot all to pieces, and were hanging
in tatters from the broken yards. The shrouds
were so cut away that it seemed to us impossible
that the men could ever go aloft again. The
smallest sail that was up on that day, had sixty
holes in it, and the long-boat and barge as they
lay on deck, were shot through in twenty places.
The deck was blackened with powder, and
co vered with grape-shot, nails, old horse-shoes,
and other broken pieces of iron which the
French had fired at us to cut our sails and ropes

up in bundles and called langridge. They are
put into the cannon, and on being discharged,
they separate, and fly about in every direction.
The hull of our ship was but little damaged, as
the French had directed all their attention to
the rigging. I remember being glad to find our
two goats frisking about unhurt, though they
had been on deck all the time. There were two
geese killed in their coops by musket shot.

Matilda. Geese killed in a battle!
funny ; I declare I cannot help laughing.

Emily. 1do not see much fun in the killing
of geese at any time.

Mrs. Musgrave. When we went into the
dining cabin and into our state-room, we found
every thing exactly as we had left it, no one
having apparently been there during the action.
The boys were laying the table, and the cook,
notwithstanding the battle, had managed to boil
a Jarge ham for dinner. Three large Cheshire
cheeses, and an extra allowance of grog, were
sent to the sailors.

how

‘Towards evening, the gentlemen all went on
deck to see the burial of the unfortunate man
that had been killed. e was sewed up in a
sail, with a cannon ball at his feet, to make him
sink immediately. He was laid on the deck, the
passengers and crew all standing round. One
of the gentlemen read the burial service, in a
manner that drew tears from the eyes of many
of the hearers, and the dead man was lowered
down into the sea, where he disappeared imme-
diately. 1 shall never forget the shudder with
which T heard the plunge of the corpse into the
ocean.

Soplia. Poor sailor!
dren to Jament his fate.

I hope he had no chil-
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Mrs. Musgrave, No. But we heard he had
a widowed mother in Philadelphia.

Mr. Chelmer. To what port did you go, to
get the ship repaired ?

Mrs. Musgrave. Our rigging was in so shat-
tered a condition that we could merely drift
before the wind, and in this manner we got into
Lisbon, which was the nearest port that we
could make. There the ship was refitted, and
the rigging entirely renewed; during which
time the passengers lived in lodgmgs in the city.

Mr. Chelmer. Did you hear any more of
your antagonist ?

Mrs. Musgrave. Yes.
Lisbon, two gentlemen came there from Spain.
They had been at Corunna when the French
ship that had engaged ours, came into that port
to repair her damages. She was a very large
privateer of thirty guns, and two hundred and
fifty men. Her hull was so much shattered in
the action, that it was with difficulty she could
be kept from sinking. She had thirty men
killed, and eighteen wounded.

Charles, Now, Mrs. Musgrave, what else?

Mrs. Musgrave. 1 believe it is now late
enough for us to separate, as I have little more
to relate that is worth mentioning.

Charles, But do tell us, Mrs.
what was the fate of the poor dog ?

Mrs. Musgrave. He was carried up out of
the hold, and the captain (with whom he was a
great fovourite, and who had taken him to sea
with him for several years) consigned him to
to the care of a doctor who was on board.
Every possible remedy was tried to cure his
bruises, which were mostly internal; but in
vain: the poor dog lingered for a few days,
evidently in great suffering, and, as the weather

While we were at

Musgrave,

was fine, a bed was made for him in a corner of
i

v

the deck. He had lain for several hours in a
state of insensibility, and it was the opinion of
almost every one that he was dead, all attempts
to rouse him having failed. The captain, how-
ever, doubted it, and was unwilling to have him
thrown overboard, Anxious to ascertain if any
life yet remained in him, he loaded a pistol, and
fired it over Nero’s head. The poor animal
started instantly on his feet, wagged his tail,
and attempted to bark, but immediately dropped
down and expired. 'The captain retired to his
room, and was’seen no more that evening.

Charles. I do not wonder atit; to lose so fine
an animal.

Mr. Chelmer. Poor dog' He certainly  felt
his ruling passion strongin death,”

Sophia. T am not surprised, Mrs. Musgrave,
that you should recollect this engagement so
perfectly. I am sure were such an event to hap-
pen in my life, I could not forget it if I was to
live ta be a hundred.

Mr. Chelmer. Ladies and children seldom
have an opportunity of knowing personally any
thing about a sea-fight,

Mrs. Musgrave. Yes, and a battle, even of
little importance in itself, must always be a me-
morable circumstance in the life of a female.

Mrs. Chelmer. We are all much indebted to
Mrs. Musgrave for having descrbed it to us.
Come, children, we will now retire.

For England, when with favouring gale
Qur gallant ship up channel steered.”

A few days now brought them so near the
English coast, that it was thought expedient to
try for soundings, and the passengers all, with
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deep interest, watched the experiment. A sailer
stood out on the chains, with a line one hundred
and ten fathoms long, and heavy pieces of lead
fastened to the end of it. At the bottom of the
lead was fixed a piece of tallow, to which the
sand might stick, if there was any. The man
swung the lead several times round, and then let
it run down into the sea. A bottom was found
at eighty-five fathoms depth, and when the lead
came up the tallow was covered with sand: a
most joyful sight. Sophia scraped off a little of
the sand, and, laying it on a piece of paper, car-
ried it down to Matilda to show her, as the first
specimen of the shore of England. But Matilda
coldly said, *“I see nothing worth looking at in
a few grains of sand.”

The colour of the water had now changed from
blue to green, as it always does near the coast.
They passed several ships, and saw sea-gulls and
other marine birds flying about. Iromense
quantities of sea-weed floated past, and induced
Charles to let down his bucket, and he fished up
a great deal, some of it was covered with yellow-
ish berries.

Next day they entered the British channel,
but keeping in the middle of it, they saw no
land on either side. At night, when the ladies
were seated at their various occupations round

- the cabin table, Charles remained on deck, anx-
iously looking out: as the ship proceeded on
her course with a light but favourable breeze,
expecting to see the Eddystone light house. In
a short time the captain pointed out to him,
very far off,

* The dim distant rock, where the light-house fire blazed,
Likea star in the midst of the ocean,”

Charles instantly ran down to inform his

mother and sisters, and little Emily, who was
awakened by their exclamations of joy, begged
so earnestly to be permitted to see it, that, by
Charles’s persuasions, she was allowed to get up,
and wrapped in her cloak, with the hood over
her head. Charles carried her on deck in his
arms, to show her the beacon that indicated the
speedy termination of her voyage. He had, in
the afternoon, described to her this light-house,
built on an insulated and dangerous rock, round
which the breakers rage so frightfully, that it is
only in calm weather it can be approached by the
boats which bring supplies to the men who live
there to take care of the light. It was once
blown down by a violent storm, and the
unfortunate inhabitants perished uuder the
ruins,

On the following morning, they saw the
chalky cliffs of Hampshire, looking like white
clouds on the edge of the horizon; and shortly
after, a pilot-boat came alongside, from whence
they took a pilot, who was to have charge of the
vessel till she arrived at the entrance of the
river Thames. As they proceeded up the chan-
nel, some one of the sailors was constantly heav-
ing the lead to ascertain the depth of the water.
In theafternoon, the shore was distinctly visible,
with its high cliffs of chalk crowned with green
fields of the brightest verdure.

Next day they passed Dover, and were struck
with the situation of this ancient town, between
two lofty chalk hills, one of which literally hangs
over the roofs of the houses, and on the summit
of the other is a castle, whose antiquity is of so
remote a date that it is ascribed to Julius Casar.
On one of its towers the flag of England was
flying. The children gazed with much interest
on the first castle they had ever seen, and Mr.

Chelmer pointed out to them the stupendous
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cliff which Shakspeare has so finely described in
his tragedy of King Lear.

On turning tkeir eyes from Dover, they saw
the opposite coast of France, also high, white and
chalky; and with a glass they had a distinct
view of the steeples of Calais. The channel be-
tween Dover and Calais is here but twenty-one
miles across: “ Does it not seem strange,” said
Mr. Chelmer, “that 50 narrow a sea should di-
vide two nations whose character, language,
manners, and persons should be so essentially
different, and whose animosities have ‘always
been so bitter that Shakspeare says *‘ their very
shores look pale with envy.”

A steam-boat passed, on her way from Dover
to Calais, She carraid three small sails. When

they came to Deal, a town whose harbour is

called the Downs, they found a great number of
ships, and several large British vessels of war at
anchor, Opposite to Deal is a long range of
white breakers, dashing most tremendously.
Charles, who was well versed in English history
and geography, pointed them out to his sisters as
the famous Goodwin lands ; explaining that they
were quicksands always fatal to vessels that were
Jriven upon them ; and that they were supposed
to terminate the lands of Earl Goodwin, prime
minister to Edward the Confessor. Those lands
had been overflowed and swallowed up by the sea
about eight centuries since. Near these danger-
ous sands are always anchored two floating
beacons, or hulks, with lights.

They soon passed the bathing towns of Rams-
gate and Margate, and the North Foreland
light-house. » The cliffs now sunk into green
hills, on which were great numbers of windmills.
The fields were of the most beautiful verdure,
and divided by hedges.

Ina short time they eutered theriver Thames,

and soon arrived at Gravesend. They were now
but twenty-two miles from London, Every one
began to prepare for going on shore. The trunks
were brought out of the steerage, and the busi-
ness of dressing commenced. Matilda, who had
begun her preparations early in the morning,
said she was delighted to see the passengers quit
their vile sea-dresses, and look once more like
civilized beings. She gazed at herself in the
glass with much complacency, arrayed in a
beautiful purple silk, elegantly trimmed, and a
superb lace pelerine.

The boat which was to land them was soon
ready, and the passengers stepped gaily into it.
They had an early dinner at an inn at Graves-
end, and Mr. Chelmer hired a coach and four
horses, to convey them to London. They were
driven by two postillions dressed in light blue
jackets, white hats, and top-boots. They pas- (
sed through a beantiful and highly cultivated
country, and soon camein sight of the dark cloud
of smoke that hangs for ever over London. In
a short time they saw the great dome of St. Paul’s
Cathedral, which Charles and Sophia recognised
immediately from prints of London, and soon a
multitude of steeples became visible.

They entered at the eastern end of the town,
and proceeded through what is called the
borough of Southwark, where they found the
streets generally mean and dirty, and crossing
London Bridge, came in view of the Tower, a
place which Charles promised himself much
pleasure in visiting. “Iam sure I do not wish
to go with you,” said Matilda.

They drove on for awhile through narrow
streets crowded with people; the houses being -
high and gloomy, and the bricks blackened with
coal-smoke. Finally, they reached the beauti-_
ful west end of the towm, and were delighted
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with Oxford Street, so wide, so full of elegant
shops, and enlivened with a concourse of well
dressed people.

It was night before they arrived at the hotel,
where Mr. Chelmer intended staying till they
could procure private lodgings, but the streets
were so brilliantly lighted with gas, that every
object could be discerned as easily, almost, as in
the day time.

At the hotel they found elegant rooms, and
waiters whose bowing and skipping obsequi-
ousness both surprised and diverted the young
Americans, who never saw any thing of the kind
on the other side of the Atlantic.

After supper the children retired for the night,
with the intention of rising very early to take
their first walk in London, but the novelty of
finding himself at last in that farfamed metro-
polis, prevented Charles from closing his eyes
till after the clock had struck twelve; and what
he saw when he awoke, the sights and curiosities
of the great city, would take more room and
more time to describe than we have to spare
just at present. But his father promised to
purchse for him at Lacey’s in St. Paul’s Church-
Yard, ¢ THE YOUTH’S PICTURE OF LONDON,” con-
taining an interesting and instructive account of
its rise, and progress, and present state; its
public buildings, their use, &c; great men—
trades — customs—charitable institutions —im-
portant societies—shipping——commerce—religion
—exhibitions—amusements—and all that can
inform the youthful mind,respecting the first City
in the world ; laid dewn in an easy and pleasing
manner, and illustrated with above thirty plates.

THE MOUSE'S PETITION,

Found in the trap where he had been confined
all night.

O HEAR a pensive prisoner’s prayer,
For liberty that sighs;

And neverlet thine heartbe shut
Against the wretch’s cries !

For here forlorn and sad I sit
Within the wiry grate,

And tremble at the approaching morn
‘Which brings impending fate.

If e’er thy breast with freedom glow’d,
And spurn’d a tyrant’s chain,

Let not thy strong cppressive force
A free-born mouse detain.

O do not stain with guiltless blood
Thy hospitable hearth ;

Nor triumph that thy wiles betray’d
A prize so little worth !

The scattered gleanings of a feast
My frugal meals supply :

But if thine unrelenting heart
That slender boon deny,

The cheerful light, the vital air,
Are blessings widely given ;

Let nature’s commoners enjoy
The common gifts of heaven.

The well-taught philosophic mind
To all compassion gives,
Casts round the world an equal eye,
And feels for all that lives.
Mgs. Barpavep,



THE GRASSHOPPER;

A TALE

TOLD TO A LITTLE DAUGHTER,

BY JOHN CLARE, THE NORTHAMPTONSHIRE PEASANT.

“ Gayerinsects fluttering by,
Ne’er droop the wing o’er those that die.”

A GRASSHOPPER, idle the whole summer long,
Played about the tall grass with unthinking
delight,
And spent the whole day with his hopping and
song,
And sipped of the dew for his supper at night.
Thus nightbroughthim food, and the red rising sun
Awoke him fresh fed to his singing again;
And thus he went on with his frolic and fun,
Till winter winds whistled, and where washethen?

The plain wore no longer the hue of his wing,
All withered and brown as a desert could be;
In vain he looked round for the shelter of spring
‘Whilst the longest green sprig scarcely reached
to his knee.
The rime-feather’d night fell as white as a sheet,
And dewdrops werefrozen before they could fall ;
The shy creeping sun too denied him his heat:
Thus the poor silly soul was deserted ofall.

The Ant had forwarn’d him of what he would be
When he laugh’d at his toil on the parch’d
summer plain:
He now saw the folly he then could not see;
But advice ta’en too late is but labour in vain.
If he wish'd to work now, their was nothing to
find ;
The winter told plain 'twas too late in the day:
In vain he look’d round in the snow and the wind,
Unable to toil, and too sadden’d for play.

He look’d back and sigh’d on his singing and
racket,
And employ’d the last hope he had left him,
to beg;
So he sought in the woods wither’d leaves for a
jacket ;
Of a rush he made crutches, and limp’d of a
leg.
The winds whistled round him while seeking fo:
pity ;
O'er the white crumping snows he went limp-
ing along,
Sighing sad at each cottage his sorrowful ditty ;
But a song out of season is poverty’s song.

The first hut he came to belong’d to a Mouse,
Beneath a warm bank at the foot of a tree,
While dead rush and grass nodded overher house,
And made it as snug as a dwelling. could be:
Hetold his sad tale! and the Mouse, as in fear,
Bade him work for aliving and shrank from his
sight ;
For she at that moment was nibling an ear
Of barley, she stole from a barn over night.

He left and journey’d half hopeless and chill,
And met with a Beetle, that bustled away
To a crack call’d his home, in a sun slanting hill,
And he’d scarce stop to hear what the beggar
would say;
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Though he held 'neath his arm a huge crumble
of bread,
Which a shepherd boy dropp’d on his cold
dinner seat ;
And well might he haste when from danger he
fled,
For his dog had nigh crush’d him to death
g with its feet.

At the hut of an Earwig he next made a call,
Who crept from the cold in a down-headed
thistle,
That nodded and minutely threaten'd to fall,
While winnowing by it the tempest did
whistle ;
The beggar’s loud rappings soon scared her
from sleep,

And her bosom for safety did terribly quake; |

For she thought it the treading down rustle of
sheep,
But slept undisturb’d when she found the
mistake.

ot summer's sweet minstrel, the large humming
Bee,
The one that wears clothing of tawny and
brown,
Who, early in spring’s kindled suns, we may see
Booming round peeping blossoms, and bow-
ing them down,— ‘
Our beggar, though hopeless, resolved to try all,
And came to his hut in an old rotten oak;
The Bee thought it spring, and was glad at the
call,
But frown’d a denial as soon as he woke.

He then sought a Ladybird's cottage of moss,
As old summer friends, with as little success;

And told his misfortunes to live by the loss :
She pitied ;—but pity’s no food for distress.

A Chrysalis dwelt on the back of dead leaves,

In a palace of silk, and it gladden’d his heart,

But wealth rarely sleeps without dreaming of
thieves ;

So she kept the door bolted, and bade him
depart.

In a long hollow keck by the side of the road,
As tall as in summer, though wither’d and old,
A long-legged Shepherd had ta’en its abode,
And made a good shift to keep out of the cold ;
Our beggar knock’d hard at his door passing by,
And begg’d for a morsel, and told his despair ;
The tenant look’d out of his hole with a sigh,
And pitied his fate—but had nothing to spare.

He then shunn’d the road, and took up by a hedge,
Where some Gnats had collected to dance in
the sun,
And the day smiled so warm 'neath the bushes
and sedge,
That hopes had nigh whisper’d the summer
begun:
His heart even jump’d at the sight of their play ;
But ere his sad steps to their revels had come
A cloud hid the sun, that made night at noon-
day,
And each gnat soon was missing away to his
home.

Over hill-spotted pasture and wild rushy lea,
A poor houseless vagabond, doom’d for all
weathers, ¥
He wander’d where none was left wretched but he
While the white flaky snow flew about him
like feathers;
In vain he sought shelter, and down in the vale
By the brook to ancld hollow willow did roam
And there e’en a foot-founder'd slow creeping
Snail

Had crept in before him, and made it her home.
E
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Her door was glued up from the frost and the
A
As a bee in its hive she was warm in her shell ;
And the storm it might drift, and the wind it
might blow,
She was safe, and could dream about spring
in her cell:
He knock’d and begg’d hard e’en to creep in
the porch,
If she’d no more room for two in her par-
lour to spare;
But as dead as a dormouse asleep ina church,
All was silent and still, as no tenant was there,

Thus pleading and praying, and all to no good,
Telling vainly a story of troubles and wants,
He bethought of an old snubby oak by a wood,
Where flourish’d in summer a city of Ants;
And though they reproved him for singing and
play,
And told him that winter would bring itsreward,
He knew they were rich, and he hoped on his
way
That pity’s kind ear would his sorrows regard.

From people so rich trifles could not bemiss'd, -
So he thought ere his hopes to their finish had
come;
Though as to their giving he could not insist,
, Yet he might from such plenty be sure of a
crumb,
Thus he dream’d on his journey ; but, guess his
surprise,
When come to the place where such bustle
had been,—
A high wooden wall hid it all from his eyes,
And an ant round about it was not to be seen.

Their doors were shut up till the summer
return’d,
Nor would one have come had he stood fora day :
Again in dispair with his’ wants he sojourn’d,
And sigh’d lone and sad ou his troublesome
WAy Ei
He limp’d on his crutches in sorrow and pain,
With ne’er a hope left to indulge his distress;
‘While snows spread a carpet all over the plain,
And, hiding each path, made him travel by
guess.

He roam’d through the wood, where he'd fain
made a stop,
But: hunger so painful still urged him away;
For the oak though it rock’d like a cradle atop,
*T'was as still at its root as a midsummer day;
Where the leaves that the wind whirligigs tothe
ground,
And feathers pruned off from the crow’s sooty
wing,
Lie 'mid the green moss that is blooming around
Undisturb’d till the bird builds its nest in the
spring.

The night came apace, and the clouds sailing by
Wore the copper-flush’d tints of the cold set-
ting sun,
And crows to their rime-feather’d forests did fly,
And owls round about had their whoopings
begun ;
He hopp'd through rough hedges and rude
creaking wickets,
Till a shepherd’s lodge-house in the fields met
his eye,
Where he heard with surprise the glad chirping
of Crickets,
And hoped his companions and summer was
nigh.
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He paused with delight o’er the chitter and mirth,

And tried to stare in through a crack in the

door ;
While a cat, half asleep on the warm cottage
hearth,
Dream’d mouse made the rustle, and bounced
on the floor:
Our beggar, half frighten’d to deathat the sight,
Hopp'd off and retreated as fast as he could,
Better pleased to tramp on in the star-studded
night,
Than hazard such danger for shelter and food.

In passing a barn he a dwelling espied,

Where silk hangings hung round the room

like a hall;
In a crack of the wall once again he applied,
And who but a Spider appear’d at the call :
The Grasshopper said he was weary and lost,
And the Spider gave welcome with cunning
disguise ;
Although a huge giant in size to his host,
Ourbeggar’s heart trembled in terror’s surprise.

‘When he sat down before him dried wings of a
fly, e, f :
And bade him with shy sort of welcome to eat;
For hunger found nothing its wants to supply,
And fear made him ready to sink through his
seat.
Then to bed he went quakiug,-—an&, faith, well
he might,
Where murder'd things lay round the room
in & heap;
Too true did he dream o’er his dangers that
night, J '
For the Spider watch’d chances and kill’d him
asleep. J

In the morning a Cockrobin hopp’d from his
perch,
And flutter'd about by the side of the wall,
Where the murdering Spider peep’d out on the
lurch,
And thought a new beggar was going to call;
The Robin soon found what the Spider was at,
And kill'd" him, and bore the dead beggar
away;
But whether to bury, or eat him, or what,
Is a secret he never would tell to this day.

Thus idleness ever on sorrows attend,
And often shakes hands with repentance too
late,
Till forced to take up with a foe as a friend,
Then death and destruction is certain as fate.
Had he ta’en the advice of the hard-werking Ant,
He bad shunn’d the sad snares of bad com-
pany then,
And dwelt with his brothers and sisters from
want,
And lived to see summer and singing again.

Now, Anna, my child, to this story of truth
Pay attention, and learn as thy reason comes
on ’
To value that sweetest of seasons thy youth,
Nor live to repent of its loss when it’s gone;
Shun the idle that spend all their, childhood in
PlaY7 i
And pass them to school without care or
regret,
Where thy books they will show thee that this
is the way
To shun the sad fate which the Grasshopper
met.
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“ ARE you goingout, my love?” said Lord
Seymour, on 'entering the drawing-room one
evening, and seeing his beautiful wife elegantly
dressed fora party. ¢ Ithought you would have
been at home to-night, Caroline,” he added in a
tone of disappointment.

“ And so did I,” replied his wife, “ till this
morning, and I have been longing for you to
come home, that I might tell you what a de-
lightful invitation Lady Anne Hope has procuted
me to one of Mrs. Ormanton’s select parties.
The very thing, you know, that I have been
wishing for so long ; and did not know how toac-
complish. But where can you have been all day,
Seymour ? 1 was growing quite uneasy about
you.”—Then fixing her eyes on her husband, she
was struck, for the first time, with his pale and
thoughtful looks; and her own gay animated ex-
pression changed to one of tender anxiety, as she
said—

T hope nothing is the matter ?”—

“Nothing, my dear Caroline, but that I am
completely exhausted in mind and body; and I
am afraid soselfish as tofeel alittle disappointed:”
(and as he said these words he put his arms
round Caroline’s waist, and gently drew her to
his side), ‘“ that my best and sweetest cordial is
going to cheer and enliven others this evening,
instead of me. I have been all day endeavour-
ing to get a reprieve for those two unhappy lads,
who, I told you, were convicted of uttering for-
ged notes.—Some additional circumstances which
came to my knowledge this morning, strength-
ened my conviction that they were only the

miserable dupes and instruments of some
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miscreant who practised on their ignorance and
want, and who has himself escaped from justice;
and I have been exerting myself to make interest
for them in every quarter that I thought at all
likely, butall in vain. To-morrow they are to
be executed, and though I have done all I could
for them, their fate hangs on my ‘mind with a
weight that I cannot shake off.”

‘“ How much' I wish that Mrs. Ormanton’s
invitation were for any other evening,” exclaimed
Lady Seymour. “I cannot bear to leave you
alone, and yet I hardly know how I can break my
engagement.”’

¢ My dear Caroline, surely you do not think me
so selfish as to wish that you should. I know
that this introduction will be a source of great
gratification to you. Go and enjoy yourself
without thinking of me. To-mdrrow you will
make me a sharer in your pleasure: To-night 1
will try to be as happy without you as I can.”

At these words Caroline left the room, and
Lord Seymour was sinking into a reverie of pain-
ful thoughts, when he was roused by a loud
knock at the door. Immediately afterwards
Lady Anne Hope was announced. She was a
woman of middle age, and of the highest rank
and fashion, in whom their evil influences had
not chilled the good feelings of a naturally warm
and benevolent heart.

On entering the room, she cordially shook
hands with Lord Seymour, exclaiming—

“ What! is my fair friend, Caroline, yet at
her toilette?”’

“No, she is quite ready for you. She has
only just left the room, and will return in a mo-
ment, 1 have no doubt.”

“That is well. 1t is sooner than T fixed, this
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morning, tc call for her, but I rather wished to
be at Mrs. Ormanton’s early, that Caroline
might not have the undistinguishing introduc-
tion of the crowd. You do not know how
rejoiced I am that I have succeeded in getting
these two to meet. They are exactly suited to
each other. Mrs. Ormanton will delight in your
Caroline’s sense, simplicity, and gooduess ; and
Caroline will duly estimate and admire Mrs.
Ormanton, whoreally is oneof the first of women,
both in heart and mind. I consider that your
Lordship is under great cbligation to me,” she
continued with benevolentplayfulness, *‘ for Mrs.
Ormanton is such a friend as every man of sense
would wish his youthful wife to secure.”

¢ assure you I feel my obligations deeply,
Lady Anne, not only for this, but for all your
kindness. I am rejoiced that Caroline has the
opportunity of making so valuable an acquaint-
ance as that of Mrs. Ormanton, and I hope the
friendship may prove reciprocal; for to own the
honest truth, I cannot imagine any one’s know-
ing Caroline without liking her.”

At this moment the door opened, and Lady
Seymour re-entered the room, not as she had so
lately left it, gay in attire, and sparkling with
Jewels, but in a simple white dress, and retaining
no ornament except a beautiful nosegay of hot-
house flowers in her belt. Her husband and
Lady Aune looked at her with surprise ; but in
an instant the truth flashed on the mind of the
former, and the bright beaming look which an-

swered her timid smile as she advanced to Lady !

Anne, spoke to her heart his grateful affectionate
sense of her generosity. ;

“ Why, Caroline!” exclaimed Lady Anne,
with a slight irritation of manner, * what a con-
noisseur Seymour must be inladies’ dress! He
has just been telling me that you were quite
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ready for me, and hear you are in complete dis-
habille.”

Lord Seymour, anxious to clear himself from
the imputation of ignorance in so important a
matter, was beginning—* Nay, I do assure you,
Lady Anne—" when Caroline laid her finger on
his lips to silence him, and said—

““What will vou think of me when I tell you
that I am not going to Mrs. Ormanton’s to-
night?”’

¢ Think! why surely you are not in earnest!
What can you mean?—What am I to say to
Mrs. Ormanton ?”

“Say that I am the victim of caprice—say
anything you please. I believe I must trust to
your ingenuity to make my excuse.”

“ Come, Caroline, this trifling with an old
friend is not quite kind. Capricious you are not,
and never were. You have a reason, I am sure,
for this change of purpose. May not Iknow it?
I hope, my Lord, you have not prevented
Caroline from going to-night 2’

“Tam afraid I have, but very unconsciously.
I came in just now fagged and cross after a hard
day’s labour, and when I found that Caroline
was dressed and going out, I did feel very much
disappointed I confess, and I am afraid T ex-
pressed it too strongly ; yet I am sure I had not
the slightest wish that she should give up
going, or ever dreamed of her making such a
sacrifice to my ill temper.”—

“Hush !” said Caroline, *“now Lady Anne,
hear my story. I will tell you the exact state
of the case. Seymour has been out all day.
I had not seen him since breakfast ; and when he
came in just now I found that he had been un-
dergoing the greatest fatigue of body and mind
in trying to save thelives of two fellow-creatures,
condemned, as he thinks unjustly, to death.
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But all being of no avail, he returned worn out
and dispirited, and even if he had not said he
wished I were going to stay at home, could I

have left him? I am sure I should not have"

enjoyed myself at Mrs. Ormanton’s: I should
have been thinking how many evenings’ pleasure
he gave up to nurse me when I was ill last win-
ter. I believe you must tell Mrs, Ormanton the
truth, and if she thinks us two fools,” added
she, putting her hand into that of her husband,
¢ we cannot help it: I am sure we shall be two
happy ones.”

““ And you deserve to be so, my dear friends,”
said the benevolent Lady Anne, her eyes filling
with tears as she rose to leave them, *““and I am
sure that Mrs, Ormanton will not think the
worse of a youthful wife for giving up her own
pleasures in order to reward the noble exertions
of her excellent husband.—Farewell to you
both!” :

As Caroline followed her to the head of the
stairs, Lady Anne turned and said, ¢ You have
acted beautifully, my dear; and you will be re-
warded by the peace of your own conscience,
and by your husband’s love. I have only to
give you one word of advice. Be generous
enough not to let him perceive that you have
made a sacrifice.”

Caroline thanked her, but the caution was
unnecessary. She felt that she had only ex-
changed the lesser pleasure for the greater, and she
was too single-hearted to claim ‘any merit for
that. Her feelings as she returned into the

drawing-room, and met the affectionate smile -

and kiss of welcome that awaited her, were those
the poet has so touchingly expressed :

‘What was the world to them ?
Its pomps, its pleasures, and its nonsense 511! ;

THE OLD MAN’S COMFORTS, AND HOW
HE GAINED THEM.

“You are old, father William,” the young man
cried,
“The few locks that are left you are grey :
You are hale, father William,” a hearty old man—
Now tell me the reason, I pray.”

“In the days of my youth,” father William
replied,
¢ T remembered that youth would fly fast,
And abused not my health and my vigour at first,
That I never might need them at last.”

“ You are old, father William,” the young man
cried,
¢ And pleasures with youth pass away,
And yet you lament not the days that are gone—
Now Eell me the reason, I pray.”

“In the days of my youth,” father William
replied,
¢ T remember’'d that youth would not last,
1 thought of the future, whatever I did,
That I never might grieve for the past.”

“ You are old, father William,” the young man

cried,
¢ And life must be hastning away ;
Youare cheerful, and love to converse upon death,
Now tell me the reason, I pray.”

“I am cheerful, young man,” father William
replied,
¢ Let the cause thy attention engage, .
In the days of my youth, I remember’d my God,
And he hath not forgotten my age.”
SouTney.
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LOUISA’'S BIRTHDAY.

BY MRS. OPIE,

It was the birthday of Louisa L —, and the
attached friend and guardian with whom she
resided ina romantic cottage, which she possessed
in one of the eastern countries, was anxious to
mark the return of the day so dear to all who
knew the orphan heiress.

It was long since Louisa’s birthday had been
kept—sickness, or sorrow, had hitherto, for years,
prevented its celebration,—but now that her
horisonlooked bright, Louisa anticipated thismor-
ning’s arrival withall the eager hilarity of youth,
and her amiable companion fully shared her
feelings on the occasion.

1t was not by féte, fireworks, or the assembling
together a large, brilliant crowd that Louisa, or
her guardian, Lady Sarah B. intended tocelebrate
the day, but by the fulfilment of a benevolent plan
previously formed, and the only party invited was
one of the village children. The opening of a
village school near Louisa’s abode was putoff till
that morning, in order to do ker birthday honour,
and mark itbyalastinginstance of her beneficence.

Soon after breakfast the necessary preparations
for this useful work began—but, unhappily,
Louisa could take no part in them, nor could she
witness the sight itself, because it was winter
time, and she had caught so severe a cold that
she was fordidden by her medical attendant to
quit the house, even for a few minutes. Thus
the day, so eagerly expected by the sanguine
heart of sixteen, was already clouded over by
the forbearance and privations required by pru-

dence. However, she flattered herself that as
the day got in, it would become more and more
delightful, and certainly the idea of the new
school could not fail to give her unalloyed sa-ie-
faction,

It was with lively pleasure that she saw the
children go from the house in procession, and
she followed them with her eyes as they wound
round the foot of the adjacant hill, till she could
see them no longer; still she could not help
sighing as she returned to her fireside, from the
consciousness that she was the only person: in
the house, except the cook and the footman, as
the other servants were gone with her friend to
witness the opening of the school, and do Zer
honour. * Yes,” thought Louisa, ‘“‘here I am
alone for the first time in my life, and on my
birthday too!”

But she loved reading, and she could draw,
sing, and work ; usually, therefore, time never
hung heavily on her hands—now, however, she
could do nothing. This birthday excitement
had lifted her out of the quiet, common path
both of feeling and acting, and she could only
stand at the window watching the passers by,
and wonder how long it would take to perform
the duties necessary at the school.

Presently she saw her near relation, accom-
panied by her young family, drive up to the
window, and, eagerly throwing it open, she
almost screamed out, “ Pray come in, pray come
in!” “Oh! no—we cannot stay now—we are
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late, and we are going, you know, to see the
school opened, and o do you konour.” Then
off they drove, smiling, and kissing their hands;
while Louisa could not help saying, almost pet-
tishly, to herself, ¢ Well, I suppose it is a fine
~ thing to be so konoured.”

Soon after she saw her dear friend the rector
passing by on horseback, and running to the
door, in defiance of the cold, she called to him
1o come in, as she had kept for him some of his
favourite gingerbread. “ Another time,” he
replied; “another time—I am expected at the
new school, and I have promised to address the
children, my dear young friend, and ¢0 do you
honour,” and away he road. “Dash! Dash!”
cried Louisa, as she turned away, toa little pet
dog of which she was very fond ; but even Dash
had deserted her—for, being much attached to
the rector’s pony, he had run off by his side,
and ke also was gone to the school. “So,” said
Louisa, I suppose that little creature is gone
to do me honour.” She then went in search of
her kitten, but in vain did she call: the kitten,
to whom snow was a new thing, was so delighted
in wallowing in it, and playing her tricks abroad,
that she would not notice the invitation of her
mistress to come home. ¢ Then,” said Louisa
again, with a sigh, I suppose puss’s gambols
are intended Zo do me honour” Till, quite
overcome with the melancholy feeling of being,
and for the first time, utterly alone, she began to

think that the joys of a birthday are more in

anticipation than reality ; and she could not help
feeling some sympathy with Alexander Selkirk
in his desert : * I am monarch of all I survey,”
says he in the song, but then he was alone.

*“ What an endless morning this seems to be,”
exclaimed Louisa, at length, talking aloud—
¢ Dear me ! the children must be very stupid, or

every one very dilatory, or the dear rector
unusally lengthy in his discourse. They may
call this doing me honour—but I wish they
would now think of giving me pleasure; 1 am
sure I have experienced very little yet,” and she
was becoming positively low spirited, when she
heard a carriage drive up to the front door, and
saw in it the elderly Friend whom she did not
expect till the evening. Never did birthday-
keeping friends arrive more opportunely.
Louisa hastened to meet her, exclaiming, *“What
a joyful supprise! but I suppose you are going
off again directly,” she added, in a sorrowful
tone, “I suppose-you too are going to see the
school opened and to do me konour.” ¢ Not I,
indeed, dear girl,” replied her astonished friend,
“ I came to see thee, and keep thy birthday,
and give, asI hope, thee and myself pleasure
“ Oh! that is so kind,” cried Louisa, embracing
her, “ and so considerate, and I do so love you
for coming! and so early too—for, you see, I am
quite alone!” *‘ Indeed ! why, how is this, and
alone on thy birthday too?” ‘ Aye that has
been the burden of my song—left alone on my
birthday! Butdo come to the fire and warm
yourself, and I will tell you how itis. Shethen
related all the circumstances. “ But you know,”
added she, endeavouring to look pleased, “it is
very delightful to have one’s birthday so kept;
and these dear friends are only doing all they
can o honour me, therefore I ought to be very
happy, and so Iam,” and she tried to smile—
but it would not do, and she turned away in
tears.

Her guest thought it right to let her tears flow
unnoticed ; but when she had recovered herself,
she said: “It was very kind in thy friends to
honour thy birthday by performing on it an act
of benevolent usefulness planned by thyself : but
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as thy cold has prevented thee from having the
pleasure of witnessing their proceedings, 1 am
glad I came early, though at some inconvenience,
that I may break thy unusual solitude with a
little social enjoyment.” ‘Oh!” cried Louisa,
““it. was so kind in you to come ! and so oppor-
tunely! for I have really felt more unkappy on
this, my birthday, than I ever felt on any other
day.” * What dost thou do on other days?”
1 read, and draw, and sing, and play.” ¢ And
what hast thou done to-day?’ * Nothing.”
“Ah then, Isee why thou hast been unhappy;
occupation is happiness—and thy birthday morn-
ing has been to thee less happy than other
mornings, because it has been passed in idleness.”
“Well, but somehow, I havenot been able to

settle to anything—besides I expected to be so -

very happy on my birthday.” < What! without
taking the usual means to be happy at all? It
was expecting an effect without a cause.” ‘ But
who could have thought that I should have shed
a tear on a day anticipated with such eager
"delight 2”
“No one,” replied her friend (who was much
given to moralize), “no one who was not aware

of the frail tenure of human expectations, even -

in trifles. But thy disappointment may be of
more benefit to thee, dear child, than any enjoy-
ment of this day could possibly have been made
to afford thee, if it tend to check in thee every
inordinate expectation iz future. Life is made
up of a succession of days, and for the most
part every day is marked by some hope which
ends in disappointment. And why is it so?
chiefly, because we are too sanguine in our

hopes, and unreasonable in our expectations.” |

*¢ Perhaps so,” said Louisa, ¢ but then
here she broke off abruptly, and suddenly ex-

”
El

_claiming, ¢ Here they are! here they are at last!

F
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and [ am so glad !’ She ran to welcome Lady
Sarah and her companions, and in the joy of
their return she forgot the pain of their absence,
her tears of disappointment, and even the senten-
tious moralizing: of her-elderly friend.

A FABLE.

A raven, while with glossy breast

Her new laid eggs she fondly press’d ;

And, on her wicker-work high mounted,

Her, chickens prematurely counted,

Enjoy'd at ease the genial day,

"Twas April—on the verge of May,

But suddenly a wind, as high

Asever swept a winter sky,

Shook the young leaves about her ears,

And fill'd her with a thousand fears

Lest the rude blast should snap the bough,

And spread her golden hopes below.

But just at eve the blowing weather

And all her fears were hush’d together ;

And now, quofh poor unthinking Ralph,

’Tis over, and the brood is safe ;

The morning came, when neighbour Hodge,

Who long had marked her airy lodge

And destin’d all the treasure there

A gift to his expecting fair,

Climbed, like a squirrel to his dray,

And bore the worthless prize away.
Cowrer.



line from Paris.

YOUTHFUL SELFDENIAL

“ And buy of the wandering Bavarian a broom,
Buy a broom, buy a broom !”

“IsABEL, you told me yesterday, that if I were
diligent, and learned my French lessons well this
week, you would take me to the Bazaar, that I
might lay out my savings in buying some nice
toy. Now I have resolved to buya doll ; not a
common doll, like those we see in the baskets in
Oxford street, but an elegant lady-like doll,
such a one as ILady Eitham brought Miss Caro-
1 saw such a pretty one at the
Soho Bazaar, better than Miss Caroline’s French
doll ; such a darling, and—"

“ Well, Adela ?”

¢ Well, sister Isabel, I mean to buy that very
doll; and, as I have been a very good girl, I
suppose you will walk out with me, that I may
lay out my money.”

¢ Let me hear how good you have been,” said
TIsabel.

‘¢ In the first place, then,” replied Adela, with a
satisfied air, ¢ I have written a French exercise,
translated two fables from La Fontaine, learned a
tence of a verb, and practised my music for an
hour. Besides all these things, I have nearly
hemmed three sides of this cambric handkerchief
for Mamma.”

“ Well, Adela, all this was very well; and I
will say you have been a diligent girl this
morning ;—to be a good girl somthing more is
required, and to be very good, you ought to have
done some good and kind action. There is a
great difference between being good and being
diligent. We are commanded to assist our fellow-

creaturesin all things, when they stand in need of
our help; to be patient, meek and humble, in our
own eyes; to be dutiful to our parents, to be kind
to those that hate as well as those that love us:
in short, my dear Adela, to do many things that
you neglect to do,—before the term good can
rightly be applied to us:—do you now think
you deserve to be called a very good girl 2

After a short pause Adela said, she thought
she saw a difference between her sort of good-
ness and that which her sister described, and so
she supposed she was not really good.

 Your's is comparative, not positive goodness,
Adela,” observed Isabel; “that is, you are a
good girl compared with one who has not perform-
ed her allotted tasks. Now puton your bonnet,
and we will go to the Bazaar.” ’

As the sisters were passing through Charles-
street, in their way to Soho-square, the attention
of Isabel Summers was attracted to one of those
German girls who come yearly from the neigh-
bourhood of Frankfort-on-Maine, and from
different parts of Bavaria, with those curious
little brooms, which are formed of the sticks of
a species of osier, shaved in a peculiar manner.

These Germans, generally speaking, are a sim-
ple-hearted, moral people : the parents remarka-
ble for tenderness to their children, the children
for duty and affection to their parents.

The national dress by which these foreigners
are distinguished is a tight bodice, or little
Jacket, and petticoat of dark blue, grey, or russet
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cloth, set in full plaits round the waist, and
made very short, according to the fashion of their
country ; a small quilted-mob cap, without any
border, which scanty covering supplies the place
of a hat or bonnet. Their light brown hair is
either rolled quite back from the forehead, or
parted in smooth bands across the brow. On
the left arm they carry their brooms, which they
offer with a winning smile and in a peculiarly
pleasing tone of voice, for ¢ only two pennies, or
creat proom for saxpennies, ver cheap; or von
large, creat proom for von Englis skilling
(shilling).”  Their countenances usually express
candour and simplicity. In height, complexion,
and colour of the eyes and hair, they are all so
nearly alike, that a person unused to these
foreigners, would be tempted to imagine themall
members of one family.

There was an unusual air of sadness in the
meek blue eyes of the young German girl that
accosted the sisters, which exciteda considerable
degree of interest in the mind of Isabel. The
crowd hurried on, regardless of the gentleappeal
of the young foreigner, *to puy proom of a poor
German maid.”

Disappointment and dejection sat on the brow
of the wanderer at each rejection of her humble
appeal;; but hope again brightened in her eyes,
as she caught the expression of kindly interest
with which Isabel regarded her.

‘Puy a proom, tear laty,” she said, *“ ofa poor
stranger maid.”

“T do not want one,” replied Isabel; “neither
could I carry it through the street, if I were to
buy one of your brooms.”

¢ Myself will carry it for you,” returned the
broom-girl quickly: *“ Minna has not earned von
single penny to-day, and de moder pe sick, and
vant food. Ah! laty,” she continued, her blue

eyes filling with tears as she turned them anxi-
ously on the face of Isabel, ‘you know not de
crief of seeing a tear moder sick, and without
food, in a strange country, far from friends and
de faderland (native land), or you would pity a
poor proom-girl, and not turn away from her
sorrowful cry.”

Isabel was touched by this appeal to her filial
feelings. *“ Well, Minna,” she said, * you shall
go home with me, and I will buy some of your
brooms;”’ and Isabel turned to retrace her steps
to Oxford-street, when Adela forcibly pulled her
sleeve, and whispered, in a whining tone, You
have forgotten my doll, sister.”

¢ Cannot you defer buying your doll till to-
morrow?” asked Isabel.

“No, I do not like to wait another day ; I want
her this very afternoon : and you know you did
promise,” said little Adela.

“I know I did promise to go with you to the
Bazaar; but, if I do, I cannot go home with
this poor girl : but, perhaps,” she added, “you
will not mind carrying the brooms I intend buy-
ing of Minna yourself.”

“ You are joking with me, Isabel,” said Adela,
resentfully: * finely it would look, indeed, to see
Miss Adela Summers carrying brooms on her
shoulder, like a poor German broom-girl.”

* Perhaps you would prefer seeing me carrying
them through the streets,” observed Isabel, drily.

¢No, T should not like it at all ; but you need
not buy these ugly brooms. I am sure they will
be of no use to you; for you never sweep the
house,” replied Adela, pettishly.

“ Dey pe nice proom for sweeping dust from
picture-frame or ped-hanging, and little proom
pe coot ting for sprinkling linen, young laty,”
said Minna, who had lent an anxious ear to the
dialogue between the sisters.
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¢ Well, Adela, will you not give atrifle to this
poor distressed foreigner ?” said Isabel,

But Adela could not part with her savings,
she said, till she knew exactly how much her doli
would cost; and she pouted and regarded the
poor sorrowful Minna with looks of evident dis-
pleasure from beenath her down-cast eyelids.

¢¢ Adela, shall I buy Minna's brooms, and en-
able her to carry home money to buy food for
her sick mother; or shall I go with you to the
Bazaar?” asked Isabel, looking steadfastly on the
face of her little sister. :

Adela did not answer : she felt ashamed to say,
“ Go with me to the Bazaar ;" and she could not
resolve to overcome her selfish inclination. She
stood scraping her shoe along the edge of the
pavement, looking very cross and sulky.

Isabel guessed what was passing in the mind
of her little sister; and, thinking the present op-
portunity a fitting one for proving to her how
really weak she was, and hoping to convince her
of this great error in her character, by making
her feel the pain of self-reproach, that painful,
but wholesome, corrector of our faults, she put
a trifle, unseen by Adela, into Minna's hand,
and, having ascertained where she might be
found, she continued her walk to the Bazaar.

Adela hung down her head during the rest of
the way, for she was ashamed to look up; but,
when she saw all the pretty toys and dolls at the
Bazaar, her uneasiness vanished, and she quite
forgot Minna and her brooms.

After a long time spent in walking through
the rooms, and examining the separate merits of
dolls with blue eyes, and dolls with black eyes ;
dolls with flaxen, auburn, or black ringlets ; wax
or composition; Dutch, English, or French
dolls, with other points of equal importance to
a doll buyer, Adela at length purchased a very

beautiful wax doll, very elegantly dressed in
white muslin with pink trimming, for which she
gave the sum of ten shillings, the whole of her
half-year’s savings. The purchase of this doll
left Adela with an empty purse—she had not so
much as one single sixpence remaining.

Adela was so charmed with her beautiful doll,
that she resolved on carrying her through the
streets in her arms. Isabel advised her to con-
sign her to the care of the porter who attended
atthe Bazaar with his basket; but Adela persist-
ed in declaring she should take more care of her
treasure than the porter would.

¢ Please yourself, Adela,” repiied her sister;
“ but remember of what frail materials this dear
doll is composed.”. Regardless of this remon-
strance, the perverse little girl proceeded home-
wards, hugging her doll in her arms, and con-
gratulating herself op having gained her own
way. DBut her joy was of short duration; for a
careless baker's boy, with a basket of bread on
either arm, pushed so rudely past Adela, that the
corner of one of the baskets camein contact with
the doll’s head, and gave it so rude a shock that
the wax doll's head, with all its adornments of
blue eyes, rosy cheeks, and luxuriant flaxen
ringlets, fell from its shoulders, and rolled along
the pavement at her feet. Adela held in her
arms only a headless trunk. Her distress was
unspeakable—she wept floods of tears ; and, with
flaghing eyes and crimsoned cheeks, she angrily
reproached the author of the mischief: but the
baker-boy, without appearing at all moved by
her distress, trudged across the street, saying,
“I'm sorry, little Miss, the baby’s head was so
brittle it wouldn’t stand a knock : them kind of
gimeracks arn’t very strong, a wooden one will
outlast ten such.”

This speech added not a little to Adela’s mor-
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tification : and she continued to cry aloud during
the rest of the walk. Isabel spoke not one word
of consolation, but preserved an unbroken silence
till they reached home ; and Adela, overwhelmed
alike with chagrin and anger, retired to the nur-
sery, to mourn over the disasters of the day, and
to regret her own selfishness and wilful folly,
which bad terminated in so melancholy a
catastrophe.

The following morning, after Adela’s governess
had dismissed her from the school-room, Isabel
bade her put on her tippet and bonnet, as she in-
tended taking a walk. In the course of conver-
sation, Isabel said, ¢ Adela, do you feel satisfied
with your conduct yesterday ?”

“ Indeed, dear Isabel,” replied the little girl,
blushing, ¢ I was very naughty : I wish I had
not persisted in carrying home the doll, and
then the accident would not have happened—I
am very sorry I did not do as you bade me.”

“Is that all you are sorry for, Adela?”

Adela’s eyes sank abashed beneath the search-
ing glance that Isabel fixed on her face; and, in
a low voice, she said, ¢ No, not all: I am sorry
I persisted in going to the Bazaar when you
wished me not; and—"

“ And have you no other cause for regret ?”

Thelittle girl did not speak ; but her eyes filled
with tears, and she sighed very deeply-

“Were you not grieved, Adela, that you
refused to give a trifling sum to preserve a dis-
tressed fellow-creature from want and sorrow?
‘Would not the satisfaction arising from the per-
formance of an act of kindness and benevolence
have far outweighed the pleasure of playing with
a new doll, even if you had brought her home in
safety 2”

“I wish I had not bought the doll,” whispered

little Adela. ““If I had given all the money to
Minna, I should not have been poorer than I am
now: for I hate my doll now that she is without
a head, and I cannot play with her, or show her
to Miss Caroline.”

“ You would, at all events, have been much
wiser and far happier, my dear sister; for you
would have heen doing your duty to your neigh-
bour, and fulfilling the words of our Lord, who
says, ¢ 1t ismore blessed to give than to receive.”

The sisters now approached a narrow alley,
that led through a close, dark street, into a sort
of court, which was composed of dirty, shabby
houses; at one of which Isabel stopped, to the
no small surprise of Adela. The door was
opened by a woman of harsh and unpleasant
aspect. She appeared astonished at the appear-
ance of her visitors; and, curtseying very low,
inquired what they wanted. Isabel said, she
had been told some poor distressed foreigners
lodged in her house, and she wished to speak
with them., The woman replied, * There was
a poor German buy-a-broom girl and‘her mother
in the house ; but they were very poverty sort
of folks, and not fit to be seen by ladies. But,
I suppose, Miss,” she added, “you will excuse
their condition.”

“The distressed need no excuse for their po-
verty,” answered Isabel.

¢ Well, Miss,” said the woman, “if you do
not mind going among such shabby kind of folks,
you may step down and see them.”

““Isabel, I do not like going into such a dirty
house,” whispered Adela, drawing back.

I should have enough to do, little Miss, I
think, if I were to clean after my lodgers: going
out and coming in, never stand for the dirt they
make,” muttered the woman of the house, as she
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proceeded to show Isabel the way down a flight
of marrow steep stairs into an under-ground
apartment of the most forlorn description.
This miserable apartment was almost destitute
of furniture ; containing only a wretched mat-
trass, which occupied a distant corner, a stool,
and an old deal box, which served the place of a
table, and contained the only articles of apparel
belonging to the unhappy inmates of the room.
By the dim rays of light which were partially
adinitted through the broken panes of a narrow
casement, half crusted over with mud, and
obscured by a variety of rags and paper, [sabel
was enabled to discern the object of her solici-
tude.
On the side of the wretched bed sat Minna
Weber, supporting the drooping head of her
mother on her bosom, while she tenderly strove
to soothe the sorrowful moanings which pain and
misery wrung from her lips. So intently was
this poor girl engaged in watching the pale
countenance of her suffering parent, that she did
not, at first, perceive the entrance of the stran-
gers, till her attention was directed towards them
by the sharp tones of the landlady’s voice: and in
broken English she expressed her gratitude for
‘“‘de goodness of young laty, who come to see
poor German girl:” at the same time apologising,

"in the most intelligible manner she could, for
not having two seats to offer for accommodation
of her visitors.

Isabel was moved to compassion on perceiv-
ing the miserable condition to which illness had
reduced the mother of Minna, who was unable
to raise herself in the bed from complete exhaus-
tion. * Your mother seems very ill,” she said,
turning to Minna.

“ Minna's moder have pad cough ever since
she come to dis country, laty,” replied Minna.

¢ And how long have you been in England ?”

¢ Petter den tremont ! trelong mont !” replied
the young German, who evidently measured the
length of time by the sorrow she had endured
since her sojourn in England.

“ From what part of Germany did you come 2’

“From a village near Frankfort—Frankfort-
on-Maine: dere pe many mile and moche sea
from England.”

¢ And what induced you to come so far from
your own land ?”

With some vivacity Minna replied, * Dere pe
moche money in England, put no proom: in
Germany dere pe moche proom and little money.
At Frankfort-on-Maine and in Pavaria men
make de proom, and German girl and woman
come over to dis country and sell dem.”

‘¢ And how do you reach England from Frank-
fort?” asked Isabel.

¢ We travel through Franche Compte to
sea-side, and den come over in de fire-skip.
(Steam-packet.”)

Isabel was puzzled for a moment to know
what Minna meant by a fire-skip; and she felt
half inclined to laugh at this droll, but not unna-
tural, definition of a steam-vessel: but she
checked her risibility, lest she should vex the
poor foreigner, whose ignorance of the language
had caused her mistake. * And can you sell
your brooms in Franche Compte

¢ In Franche Compte Isell de proom, but not
so well asin England. I sell de small pfoom for
une sous, deux sous, tre sous,” replied the young
foreigner, counting on her fingers the numerals,
““ In Lonton I sell dem for quartre sous, six sous,
and de creat proom of all for one skilling. Put
England pe pad place for sick folk,” she added,
turning with tearful eyes towards her mother.

She then informed Isabel, that, being very poor,
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her mother and herself had been induced to join
some of their country people, and come over to
England to earn some money by the sale of their
brooms : and, for this purpose, they laid out all
their savings in buying a stock of brooms from the
proprietors of the osier-grounds, near Frankfort ;
and, with many others from their village, they
travelled through Franche Compte to the sea-side,
where they embarked for England. That every
thing went well with them, and they were very
comfortable, till they come to London, when her
mother fell sick with a bad cough and rheumatic
fever, which entirely deprived her of the use of her
limbs, and finally reduced them to their present
state of distress. The trifling sum for which
Minna sold her brooms was insuflicient to supply
their wants; and they had often been without
food from one day to another.

One circumstance Minna seemed partiularly to
regret, which was the loss of her Bible, whichhad
been given her by the Protestant pastor of the
village, and which Minna had been obliged to sell
to buy food for her mother. This book had been
the constant companion of her travels, and her
solace under all her trials. * Minna could not see
her moder starve,” she said sobbing; ‘“and Oh,
tear laty!” she continued, weeping, ‘Minna
thought God had forsaken her quite. When she
saw you yesterday, she had no food, no money to
puy pread ; and de woman of de house told Minna,
if she did not get one skilling to pay de week
lodging, she and her poor sick moder must gointo
de street.  Vat would have pecome of us Minna
do not know; put coot young laty have pity on
poor Minna, and den she pay rentand get pread.”

Do you not see, my poor girl, that God does
not forget us, though we too often forget him?
He is ever ready to help those that put their
trust in him. Fear not, Minna: God will in no

wise forsake you, though, for some wise end, he
suffers you to be brought very low, and to en-
dure aflliction for a season.”  Saying this, Isabel
put into the broom-girl’s hand a piece of silver,
bade her be comforted, and, promising to see her
again shortly, proceeded homeward.

Adela had been very silent during the visit to
the poor foreigners; but now she said, with a
tone of much regret, * How I wish I had some
money to give poor Minna ! Sister Isabel,” she
added, “ will you give me some money to give
Minna when we go to see her again ?”

¢ No, my dear Adela: it will not then be your
gift, but mine; you must earn the pleasure of
doing a good action yourself.”

1 wish I were rich, and had plenty of money
of my own,” sighed Adela.

“It is better mot to be rich, than, having
riches, to make a bad use of them,” observed her
sister. “ You were rich yesterday : ten shillings
for a little girl of your age was a great sum, and
yet you would not spare one single sixpence to
relieve the distress of the poor broom-girl. ~See,
Adela, how difficult a matter it is to do good,
when our own selfish inclinations stand in the
way, and lead us into temptation.”

Adela was very sorrowful, and she said, “I
wish I had not hought the doll: if 1 had not
been so selfish, I should have had money to give
to Minna for her poor sick mother.”

“You would have been laying up for yourself
treasures in heaven, my sister, of which no
casual accident could have deprived you.”

Now Adela’s Papa had promised to take her
to see the Diorama; and she had reckoned for
some time on the pleasure she expected to derive
from the sight of that interesting exhibition:
and her eyes brightened with joy when Mr.
Summers proposed taking her with him the
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following day. But suddenly she became
thoughtful, and, approaching her sister, whis-
pered some words in her ear. “I do not doubt
it, Adela,” was her sister's reply ; then, turning
to her father, she preferred Adela’s petition, that
the money which would have been appropriated
to the purchase of the ticket foradmission to the
Diorama, might be given her to bestow on Minna
Weber.

““Do you not wish to go to the Diorama?”
asked her father.

“Yes, dear Papa,” answered Adela, colouring
with some little emotion; “‘ but Isabel has con-
vinced me, it is better to do good to the poor
than to gratify one’s own wishes. God does not
love those that are selfish, and do not endeavour
to help their fellow-creatures.”

Adela’s request was immediately complied
with by her father ; and the following day Mr.
Summers gave directions for Minna and her
mother to be removed to healthier and better
lodgings ; and, learning from Minna that she
could sew neatly, he desired his daughter to sup-

- ply her with needle-work, that she might be ena-
bled to suppori her mother during her sickness.

The heart of the grateful Minna overflowed
with joy at this unlooked for change in her con-
dition: and she acknowledged the superintending
care of that merciful Being, who suffereth not
even a sparrow to fall to the ground unheeded,
and watcheth over us, even as a tender father
over his children.

Not many days after their removal, when
Isabel came to visit Minna, she found her seated
beside her mother’s bed, reading to her from the
German Bible, the loss of which she had so
greatly lamented. Surprised at this sight, Isabel
asked by what means she had regained the book ;
and Minna, with tears of gratitude, informed her

Miss Adela had sent it to her some days since by
the hands of Evans, her nurse.

It was for this purpose Adela had given up the
pleasure of visiting the Diorama; and, having
learned from Minna the name of the person to
whom she had sold the book, she took the earli-
est opportunity that occurred, to go with Evans
to obtain it from Mr. Saunders, who gladly
parted with a book which he had regarded as an
unsaleable article,

Minna’s joy, at the restoration of her treasure,
was only equalled by that experienced by little
Adela when folded in the arms of her affection-
ate sister, and assured that with such sacrifices
God is well pleased.

A mind formed upon the principles of the
Gospel, may look down with contempt upon the
lustre of a throne, and yet known the value, and
feel a sence of gratitude, in the posession of a
crumb. ‘

As T approve of a youth, that has something of
the old man in him, so I am not less pleased
with an old man, that has something of the
youth. He that follows this rule, may be old in
body, but can never be so in mind.

CicEro

The ideas which are instill'd into childhood
and the sentiments which are mingled with the
warm -passion of youth, give a tincture to the
mind, and a bias to the will through the
following years of life.
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HOLIDAY TOKENS. . B
t Scene,,A‘P'A;z;oun—.Ti;nE; A,"Pr'nnx'ogn.

Two Young Girls are’ seen seated a.t 2 centre tab:le, ef which are di‘splaygd‘ Books, Toys, &e.

ELLEN.,

TrERE, thatwill do—look Sarah, dear,
How nice I've packed this box;

But something still will go in here—
Then see how well it lock’s!

"Twill be the sweetest gift for Jane,
And from us both, you know,

She’ll value it, although ’t is plain,—
So this to her must go.

SARAH,

Yes, so it shall ! and I have done

The dressing Kitty’s doll;

Now for a2 name—we’ll hit on one—
Let’s call her pretty—Poll.

For with that dress, so brightly green,
And with those rosy cheeks,

To look at her, does it not seem
That, parrot-like, she speaks ?

ELLEN.

Now, Sarah, if you please, let’s fill
These horns with sugar plums

For Sam and James ; and, if you will, .
Give them the little drums.

Or I will do it, while you write
The names within these books;

We must make haste, 't will soon be night ;
See how our table Tooks!

SARAH.

And now, dear coz, don’t tell, T beg,—

1 would not, but I thought
You 'd like to see this book to-day,

And know ‘Where it was bought—
‘The * Mother's Book,” for dear mamma;
* 1 knew you'd like one too
For your dear mother; so papa

Paid gladly for the two. .

‘ ELLEN.

Oh! thank you, dearest. After all,
At Christmas and New Year,

The sweetest gifts for great and small
Are bobks, 't is very clear.

For they alone speak to the heart,
And they enrich the mind,

While pleasure also they impart
We ne’er in trifles find. .

SARAH. »

And here is one,—look Ellen, dear,—
That I from all would choose;

Its very name ’tis sweet to hear;
¢ Affection’s Gift” who'd lose 2

ELLE_N.

True, true, dear Sarah, I am sure!
Oh! dearest sister, look,

See here we have, so chaste and pure,
The “ Juvenile Scrap Book.”
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MARY'S DISASTER.

Tae errand woman had just brought a letter
for Mrs. Morris, who lived at a farm about half
a mile from the little village of Moulton; it
stood immediately behind a pleasant country
seat, belonging to a lady, who was then absent
from it. A stranger could not perhaps tell
which to admire most, the mansion-house, with
its extensive lawn and fine old trees, or the neat
but more humble habitation, which was partly
surrounded by large ricks of hay, and barns, in
which several men were busily employed in
threshing. Numerous flocks of poultry were
picking up the grain that lay scattered about;
and their various cries, as they rushed to and fro,
formed, at times, a loud, though not unpleasing,
chorus,

Mrs. Morris presently seated herself by the
window to read the letter, which was from the
lady who lived at the mansion-house, and the
owner of the farm she resided at; she wrote to
request that the place might be prepared for her
return, which would shortly take place; and
desired that a lamb might be taken from the
flock, confined in the farm-yard, and treated
kindly, as she intended it for a present to her
young nephew, who was coming to visit her
during the summer. Mrs. Morris had one little
girl, to whom this information was very delight-
ful; for she anticipated much pleasure in feed-
ing the pretty creature, which her mother told
her should that evening be brought from the
field.

Accordingly, towards the close of the day,
Mary and her mother, attended by a lahourer,

' proceeded to a distant part of the estate to choose

a lamb from the fold. It was rather difficult to
select one among so many ; but, after looking at
each one as they passed by, a younger and much
whiter lamb galloped playfully past, which Mrs.
Morris instantly fixed on. Notwithstanding its
struggles to get free, the man held it firmly in
his arms, and bore it home, where it was placed
in a small enclosed yard during the night.

In spite of all Mary’s care and attention, the
little animal refused to be comforted for many
days;—in vain she carried it milk, the whitest
and sweetest the dairy afforded ;—in vain she
plucked for it the greenest and most tender grass,
—the lamb turned from her, and answered only
by aloud bleat. Mary almost despaired of ever
taming it, so timid and fearful did it appear; but
ere another week had elapsed, it became more
reconciled, till at last it ventured to eat from her
hand, and allowed her to lead it with a string
about the garden and yard. Each day Mary
became more fond of it; and in return for her
kindness, it ran to her when it heard her voice,
and playfully bounded before her when she
appeared.

It was one fine morning, towards the end of
May, that Mary, followed by the lanb, went to a
little retired spot near the house, to learn the
hymn which her mother had marked for her.
She seated herself at the foot of an oak tree, se-
veral of which grew near, and began to read aloud
the verses ; they were those of Dr. Watts, begin-
ning with—
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¢ Whene’er I take my walks abroad,
How many poor I see;

What shall I render to my God,
For all his gifts to me 2>

Mary paused at the end of the verse, for she
could not help reflecting on the numerous favours
which God had conferred on her. She felt that
she had indeed many things to be thankful for;
—theneat, clean dress she wore,—thé wholesome
food that was daily provided for her,—the com-
fort of being able to read the Word of God,—all
these were favours for which she felt she could
never be sufficiently grateful,

The foot of the tree, where she sat, commanded
a view of a small village immediately beneath,
where a troop of noisy, riotous children were
shouting and running after a donkey, which they
were pelting with stones. *“ Ah!” thought Mary,
‘ they are not half as happy as I am;” and she
3gain began to read. But she had not proceeded
%r, when she heard the lamb utter a strange cry,
snd looking up, beheld it leap from the ground,
throwing back its head violently, as if struck
with sudden pain. Mary started from her seat,
and rushed towards it. She had, when she first
quitted the house, decorated iis neck with a
garland of flowers, which she hastened to
untwine, thinking they impeded its breathing;
but ere her hand had touched the blossoms,.an
adder, which was concealed among them, sprung
on her arm, and, coiling itself round it, twined its
head beneath the folds of her sleeve.
shrieked wildly, as she endeavoured to shake off
the snake, and fled towards the house; but
before she reached it, the reptile, as if enraged at
her struggles, had stung her violently, and drop-
ped among the grass, where it presently
disappeared.

Mary

No one but a mother can describe the anguish
of Mrs. Morris, as Mary, in almost inarticulate
language, informed her of the injury she had
received ; indeed, the wounded arm was already
discoloured by the venom of the bite, and a dull
black hue had spread itself over her fair neck and
throat.

The sting of an adder generally causes imme-
diate death, though there are instances of the
sufferer’s recovery ; and Mrs. Morris prayed most
frequently, that if it was the Almighty’s will,
her child might be restored to her. The surgeon
could not give the poor mother much hope, for it
was uncertain how far the poison might have
extended ; but it was necessary that its progress
should be arrested, by burning the flesh by a
medicinal process. This causes extreme agony;
and though Mary was almost in an insensible
state, at times a faint moan escaped her, which
told how much she suffered.

All night Mrs. Morris sat beside the bed
watching every movement of her child, and
tenderly supplying her with nourishment
whenever it was required ; and by her care and
attention, Mary was pronounced by the surgeon
to be certainly better, when he visited her the
next morning; and in a few succeeding days,
every dangerous symptom had disappeared; but
it was long ere the little hand and arm regained
its usual colour.

During her illness, Mary had made many
inquiries about thelamb; but her mother did not
answer them till she was quite well again, when,
one fine evening, she led her to the spot where
she had last parted with it. Mary clung to her
mother, for she almost feared that the snake
nlight be lurking near. Mrs. Morris observed
her look of terror; and, seating herself on the
ground, took her in her arms. There seemed no
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difference in the scene, since Mary had visited it,
except that there was a little mound of earth
beside one of the trees, which appeared newly
raised, for the turf that covered it had not
regained its usual green appearance, nor were the

wild flowers that were mingled with the grass |

fresh or flourishing. The sun was sinking be-
hind the hills, and a few red beams fell hereand
there on the ground.

““Now, Mary,” said Mrs. Morris, *“ T will tell
you about your lamb. You need not be alarmed,
my child,” she continued, as Mary cast a fearful
look around; ‘“there is nothing to dread now.

Look on yonder hillock ; beneath it lies the little |.

lamb, which so lately was your companion here ;
do not weep,” she added, for Mary burst into
tears ; ¢ but be thankful that God killed it; that
the poor animal should die to ensure your safety ;
for it was found here quite dead, baving been
poisoned by the adder, which had exhausted
the greater part of its venom on it, before it
wounded you.”

Mary continued to sob violently; the fate of
her lamb affected her deeply; and though she
was but a little child when this event happened,
she has never forgotten it. Ithas taught herthat
God will protect those who put their trustin Him,
and never leave nor forsake them; and when she
reflects on the death of the Pet Lamb, she raises
a prayer to her Heavenly Father, who in His
boundless mercy, made it the instrument of her
protection,

’

TO A SPRIGHTLY LITTLE GIRL,

Who, having heard that the Author was a poet,
requested some verses from him.

BY JAMES MONTGOMERY.

MARGARET ! we never met before,
And, Margaret, we may mect 1o more,—
What shall I say at parting ?
Secarce half a moon has run her race
Around this gay and giddy place
Sweet smiles and blushes darting ;
Yet, from my soul, I frankly tell,
I cannot choose but wish thee well.

I dare not wish thee store of wealth,

A troop of friends, unfailing health,
And freedom from affliction;

I dare not wish thee beauty’s prize,

Carnation’s lips, and bright blue eyes,

Theylook through tears, theybreathe in sighs,—
Then here my benediction—

Of these good gifts be thou possess'd

Just in the measure God sees best!

But, litile Margaret, may you be

All that His eyes delights to see,
All that he loves and blesses—

The Lord in darkness be your light,

Your help in need, your shield in fight,

Your health, your treasure, and your might,
Your comfort in distresses,

Your hope through every future breath,

And your eternal joy in death!
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AMIABILITY.

I would not rail at Beauty’s charming pow’r,
I would but have her aim at something more ;
The fairest symmetry of form or face,

From intellect receives its highest grace.”

Or all the graces which adorn the female
character, Amiability is perhaps the most pre-
eminent; the peculiar excellence of this virtue
consists in the power of exciting universal love
and esteem. It is exercised without effort, and
enjoyed without alloy; discretion and good
nature are the material ingredients of this valua-
ble quality.

It was this inestimable grace which induced
the wise man to confer on the woman under its
influence a value “whose price is above rubies;”
and he invested her with this endearing attribute,
—that “she opened her mouth with wisdom,
and in her tongue is the law of kindness.” Itis
this grace that throws an irresistible charm over
her natural beauties, and exhibits every moral and
intellectual attainment in their most interest-
ing points of view. While many other graces
have a specific and limited operation, this is uni-
versal; when once it is implanted as a principle in
the heart, it never ceases to grow, butis continually
yielding the most delectable fruit: every incident
however minute, and every event however
disastrous and mournful, constitutes alike an
element in which this grace flourishes in all the
luxuriance of eternal health. In the sick cham-
ber, the social circle, and the drawing-room, it
furnishes from its own ample resources, all that
is most soothing, attractive and captivating; ever
prompt without officiousness, and deliberate
without indifference, It invests its most trifling
offices with an unspeakable value to those on
whnm they are conferred, and bestows the most

Mgrs. H. More.

costly presents with a liberality so pure and
genuine, as to silence the most captious, and
captivate the most scrupulous.

- Of the conduct of others, an amiable female is
always charitable. The omission of attentions
disturb her not: she is ever ready to suggest a
thousand reasons for a supposed injury: and
should it be realized, she is satisfied with one—
she knows she does not deserve it. In the
absence of evil, she invariably augurs good.

Of her own conduct she is scrupulously
guarded and rigidly exact: she remembers the
language of a modern writer, “that virtue in
general is not to feel, but to do—not merely ta
conceive a purpose, but to carry that purposs
into execution—not merely to be overpowered
by the impression of a sentiment, but to practise
what it loves, and to imitate what it admires;
and thus, loving and beloved, she progresses
through the varicus stages of life, ornamenting
all its interesting relations, and bestrewing the
path of duty with flowers of sweetest fragrance:
she closes her brilliant and beauteous course by
gathering her duties together as a never-fading
bouquet of flowers, binds them with her amia-
bility, and bequeaths them to posterity; then,
fall-orbed, she sinks with angelic majesty
beneath the serene and expansive horizon.

¢ Death steals but to renew with bloom
The life that triumphs o’er the tomb.
She died not—but hath flown.

Live, live above ! all beauteous here,
‘What art thou in auother sphere,~

An angel in thine own !”
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THE BRITISH MUSEUM.

0, DEAR papa,” exclaimed George Sandford,
a fine little fellow of ten years old, running into
the room, ““we have passed such a charming day:
Maria and I have been taken by our mamma to
the British Museum, and were quite delighted
with all we saw there. Mamma told us about
the preserved animals and birds and all the
beautiful shells, but said she would leave what
she called minerals for you. Ihope, dear papa,
you will be so kind as to tell us where the gold
and silver come from. Mamma says it is found
in rocks: is there any in the rocks at Sea View,
papa?”’ 3
“My dear boy,” replied papa, ¢ you have
been running on at such a rate, that you appear
to have forgotten your mamma and sister,—
what has become of them ?”—¢Indeed, papa,
1 was s0 anxious to learn something about the
minerals, I could hardly think of any thing else,
and ran on a little before them ;—they will be
here presently. Oh, here they are!—Now,
papa, tell us about the gold and the silver.”—
“Yes, pray do, dear papa,” chimed in little Ma-
ria—*“and the diamonds, and all the beautiful
crystals, I think mamma called them, which we
have been looking at.”

¢ Imust first inform you,” said Mr. Sandford,
¢ that the natural productions of our world, er,
to speak more correctly, the immediate works
of God, have been divided into three great di-
visions: the first consists of those to which he
has given a sensible existence, such as men and
animals, birds, fishes, insects, and reptiles; this
department is called the animal kingdom ; the

second is the vegetable kingdom, and consists of
every thing that grows on the surface of the
earth; the third is that which has just excited
so much of your attention—it is termed the
mineral kingdom ; each of these is again subdi-
vided in a manner which I will explain to. you
hereafter ; and the whole constitutes what is
properly called natural history. 1say properly,
because it at once refers us to natural objects, or
the unaltered productions of nature, and is thus
readily distinguished from histories of ot er
kinds, such as those which relate to countries
and the productions of men.

“ Gold and silver form a part of the last of
these great divisions; they are each, in fact,
minerals, and found, like all other minerals, in
the earth, and most commonly below its surface.
Many countries have produced them ; and the
particular situation from whence they are usually
obtained are called mines. A very large quan-
tity of gold and silver is brought to England
every year from the mines of Mexico and Peru:
these metals are not, however, found in the state
in which they come to us, but combined with
other substances, which it is requisite to separate
from them. Thisis effected by several processes;
which, however interesting, as they belong more
properly to another science, called chemistry, I
shall defer explaining to you till we have made
some little advance in our present subject. The
minerals from which metals are obtained are
called ores: thus wesay, an ore of gold, ofsilver,
of copper, or any other metal; the names of
many of which must be already familiar to you,
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If you bring your globe, George, I will show you
in what part of America the countries of Mexico
and Peru are situated.”—“Oh, I remember,”
said George, * your pointing them out to us the
other day, and telling us they were first disco-
vered, about three hundred years ago, by a
Genoese called Columbus, who went with a
great number of Spaniards and took possession
of them, and that the wicked Spaniards treated
the poor inhabitants with shocking cruelty, in
return for the kindness with which they received
them.”

« Right, George,” said Mr. Sandford, I like
to give you information when I find that you
~emember it so well.  Africa is also famous for
gold. It was from this quarter of the globe that
most of the gold in ancient times is supposed to
have come: it is at present principally found in
small particles among the sand in the beds of the
rivers of that country. It is conjectured that
these particles are separated from the rocks by
heavy rains, and washed down to the valleys by
mountain streams. I should here inform you
that gold is one of the heaviest substances with
which we are acquainted.”—*Ts it as heavyas
lead ?” asked George; ““for I have heard people
say, ‘as heavy as lead,’ as if they thought it
heavier than any thing else.”—* Yes, my dear, it
1smuch heavier ; of which you can readily satisfy
yourself by experiment : get some lead the same
thickness as this guinea, and cut it the same
size; if you then place them in the opposite
scales of this little balance, you will find the
gold will completely weigh down the lead. It
arises principally from the circumstance of gold
being so heavy, that the people of Africa are
able to procure it from their rivers: for this pur-
pose they put a small quantity of the sand they

find at the bottom into wooden bowls with water, !

and, by shaking it, the gold sinks below the
sand ; they can then readily perceive and separate
it. Quills are filled with the particles of gold
thus obtained ; it is then known by the name of
gold dust. In this state it is brought to the
coast and exchanged with our ‘merchants, who
go there for that purpose, for clothing, cutlery,
and other things that are manufactured in
England ; and thus a mutually useful trade is
carried on between our country and Africa.
‘“Gold has hitherto been very sparingly found
in the British Islands; and I fear, George, you
would be disappointed in an endeavour to dis-
cover any in the rocks at Sea View, though you
might find what would be equally interesting,
and possibly of more real value.”—¢ Could we
find diamonds then, papa?’ asked little Maria ;
‘““for T have heard mamma say that they cost
more than their weight in gold.”—¢ No, my
dear,” replied her papa; ¢ diamonds also are
brought to us from other countries: but ther
are many substances belonging to the mineral
kingdom that confer greater blessings on a coun-
try than either gold or diamonds; and other
metals, which are more truly useful, and for
which we readily exchange gold. You are yet
too young to comprehend this fully; butI hope
at a future period fo be able to convince you of
it. At all events you can understand now,
George, that when we were at Norwood, and you
had half a sovereign in your pocket, you would
have gladly exchanged it for a knife; which
would then have been more u.s’tfful in' procuring
specimens of the various trees and plants than
your piece of gold; so in that instance steel was
more valuable than gold.” Little Maria as well
as George comprehended this —*“Most of the
gold,” continued Mr. Sandford, ‘“found in
England, has been in Cornwall. T am sure you
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do not forget Cornwall, George ; where we went
last year, and where you were so delighted with
all the beautiful yellow stones you saw.”— No,
indeed, papa,” replied George, ‘But were
those yellow stones gold?'—“No, my dear,
they were copper ore; and you must have seen
many similar pieces at the British Museum. It
is from it that a very useful metal called copper
is extracted. Dc you remember a brown
mineral that several boys and girls were pound-
ing and washing?’—*T recollect it very well,”
replied George.—* That was also an ore, from
which another metal called tin is obtained ; and
the small quantity of gold hitherto met with in
Cornwall has been found in minute particles
among this tin ore. Gold was also discovered
while Elizabeth was Queen of England, at a
place called Leadhills, in the county of Lanark,
in Scotland ; and it is said that during a few
years as much was procured there as amounted
in value to one hundred thousand pounds; but
even this, compared with what is obtained in
other countries, is very trifling. In Ireland
gold has been sometimes met with; and the
early history of this our sister island would lead
us to suppose that in former times its inhabit-
ants possessed it in great abundance, as many
curious golden ornaments have been found in
the bogs. Towards the end of the last century
grains of this metal were discovered among the
sand of a small stream in the county of Wick-
low; and the peasants obtained a considerable
‘quantity, by adopting the method I have men-
tioned to you, as practised in Africa. TheKing
of Eugland, who ‘reserves the right to all gold

and silver mines in_these realms, sent persons

in his name to take possession of the grounds;
and much money was expended in endeavouring
to find the rock from whence the gold was sup-

posed to come.  Several thousand pounds’ worth
was obtained during the search, but not enough
to defray the expenses: the attempt was
therefore in a very short time abandoned. So
you see, George, that even gold will not always
repay the money expended in procuring it.

¢ There is a circumstance peculiar to gold,
which is interesting, and with which you should
be acquainted: it is generally quite pure when
found in its natural state, while most other metals
are mixed with substances that render them use-
less until separated from them. You probably
remarked that the specimens in the Museum, of
silver, copper, iron, and other ores, bore no
resemblance to the metals they contain, while
those of gold were similar in their appearance to
this guinea.”

“Oh! indeed, papa,” said little Maria, ¢ we
did see some pieces of real silver.” — Yes,”
added George, ‘“and a large piece of metal, on
the wide staircase, that mamma told us was
iron.”

T am very much pleased, my dears,” replied
Mr. Sandford, ¢ with your remarks, as they give
me an opportunity of informing you of that whick
otherwise I might have overlooked. In the mines
from which the ores of silver, copper, &c. are
procured, the workmen sometimes meet with
small pieces of the metal in its pure state, and
usually sell them to persons who make mineral
collections. Masses of iron almost pure have
likewise been found on the surface of the ground
in various parts of the world; but these are
mere exceptions to the general rule. Perbaps
to what I have mentioned is be to attributed the
reason that gold is the first metal referred to inthe
Bible, as you will find in the second chapter of
Genesis; for when pure it is very soft, and
could be readily beaten into forms similar-to our
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basins or cups. It was certainly converted to
such purposes in the earliest ages of the world;
and its usefulness in this way was probably the
chief cause of its being so highly valued.

““Mines of various kinds have been wrought
from the very earliest period, and are still work-
ing in many parts of the world. Those in this
country produce principally copper, tin, lead,
and iron. A stone from which the last men-
tioned metal is extracted, occurs in great abun-
dance in the same situations where coal is found,
and they are usually obtained together. This
circumstance is another proof of what I said
respecting the value of other mineral substances;
for coal and iron have produced far more wealth,
and distributed it more generally among tke
people of this country, than the Spaniards have
" been able to accumulate from all the immense
quantity of gold which their late colonies of
Mexico and Peru supplied them with.”

“Dear me,” observed George, ‘“‘how very
strange it appears, that people who can get gold
by digging it out of the ground should not be as
rich as we are.”

¢ It is quite natural that it should appear so to
you, my dear George. I cannot yet explain to
you the various reasons of this fact, as they are
connected with subjects above your present
comprehension. But this much you can
understand, that God never suffers vice and
idleness to prosper; and the cruelty with which
the Spaniards treated the Mexicans and Peruvi-
ans has been justly punished. Englishmen
labour to obtain wealth ; and I hope Englishmen
will always distribute that wealth to all those who
want, and prove their love of God by doing good
to their fellow creatures.

“ I have confined my present observations
principally to gold, from a very general and

natural interest which attaches itself to that me-
tal, and from perceiving that George was most
interested respected it. I hope, however, my
object of increasing your desire to become
acquainted with this science has been attained ;
if 8o, I will shortly commence the subject with
you in a more regular way.”

W. 8. H.

THE BEACON-LIGHT.

DArkxEss was deepening o’er the seas,
And still the hulkadrove on;

No sail toanswer to the breeze,
Her masts and cordage gone :

Gloomy and drear her course of fear,
Each looked but for a grave,

When full in sight, the beacon-light
Came streaming o’er the wave!

Then wildly rose the gladdening shout
Ofall that hardy crew—

Boldly they put the helm about,
And through the surf they flew ;

Storm was forgot, toil heeded not,
And loud the cheer they gave,

As full in sight, the beacon light
Came streaming o’er the wave !

And gaily oft the tale they told,
When they were safe on shore,
How hearts had sunk, and hope grown cold,
Amid the billows’ roar;
That not a star had shone afar
By its pale beam to save,
‘When full in sight, the beacon-light
Came streaming o’er the wave!
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A FRACAS AMONG THE FLOWERS.

T MEAN to come in bloom,” said a Hyacinth,
pushing her head through the mould, and half
opening one blue eye.

“If you are wise, you will remain where you
are, and keep' yourself warm,” said a Jonquil,
her next neighbour; ¢ this is no season for any
of us to be abroad, or we shall get pinched by
our sur'y enemy the frost, for thisis only the
first day of March.”.

« T am sure you are greatly mistaken in your
reckoning,” returned the Hyacinth; “I have
felt the sun shining warmly upon my bed for the
last week, the lark has awakened me from sleep
with her cheerly song, the wind is blowing from
the southward, and the genial showers have
softened the earth, and I am confident that it is
high time for me to be making my appearance in
the world, as it is not my wish to be the last of
my family.”

¢ Wait till you hear the cuckoo, neighbour,
she will tell you the proper season for your
" forthcoming,” said the Jonquil.

“I shall do no such thing,” returned the
Hyacinth, ¢ for I mean to be ocut, in readiness
to welcome his coming, this year. I am tired of
living in the dark gloomy earth so many months,
where cne can neither see nor be seen. I heard
the bees very eloquent in praise of the vulgar
staring crocuses just now, and even those lone
creatures the daisies came in for a share of their
praise. I wonder what they would say to me?”
she added, protruding herself a little more out
of the ground.

«] don’t know what they might be pleased to

say, for they are notorious flatterers,” observed
the Jonquil; “but I am sure they would think
you a very silly flower, for leaving your snug bed
before the winter was over.”

“But I say the winter is already gone,” said
the Hyacinth, opening her eye a little wider and
peeping curiously about her: ¢the primroses
and violets and daffodils are all in bloom; dear
me, how sweet they smell, and how gay and
happy they look.”

¢ How will they look in another week 2 asked
the Jonquil.

“ Better than they do now, of course, because
the sun will have obtained more power, and the
weather will be warmer,” replied the Hyacinth.

“Would it not be as well if you were to wait
till you were certain that would be the case,”
said the Jonquil, ““since when you are once out
of the earth you cannot retreat back to your
snug warm bed, but let the weather, prove ever
0 severe, you must remain exposed to its incle-
mency. This is the most deceitful month in all
the year, and those who feel disposed to rely on
its inconstant brightness always find abundant
cause to lament their folly. Take the advice of
an experienced friend, and do not attempt to
issue forth till the middle of April, which is the
appointed season for hyacinths, and then you
may stand a chance of enjoying a happy bloom-
ing time. But if you are so rash as to appear at
present, you will expose yourself to many incon-
veniences and misfortunes, and to an early
death,”

“One might as well be dead at once, as to
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remain buried alive in this gloomy prison,”
rejoined the Hyacinth, continuing to force her
way through the mould in pursuance of her
design, and partially unclosing another eye, she
exclaimed, I shall hesitate no longer, for I see
a swallow, which is a sure sign of spring.”

¢ Wait till you see a few more, before you
make yourself too certain on that point,” said
the Jonquil, ‘“or you may have occasion to
remember the old proverb, ¢ One swallow makes
no summer.’ "’

“Doubtless the swallow knoweth her time,”
retorted the obstinate Hyacinth, “so there’s pro-
verb for proverb.”

¢ This one appears to have strangely mistaken
his, or he would never have been guilty of the
imprudence of coming hither a full month hefore
his time; unless, indeed, his unseasonable con-
duct has proceeded from foolish impatience and
headstrong caprice; ‘but be it from what cause
it may, I shall be much surprised if he do not
pay the penalty of his rashness,” said the Jon-
quil.

The Hyacinth was exceedingly displeased at
the observations with which the Jonquil con-
cluded her reply; so she said,*I am aware of
the reasons which have dictated your singularly
earnest warnings, you are not ready to come into
bloom yourself, and as you have hitherto made
your appearance at the same time with me, you
feel a jealous reluctance to my getting the start
of you in the admiration of the world.”

The Jonquil enleavoured to exculpate herself
from such unworthy motives, but the Hyacinth,
with a haughty toss of her head, which she had
now got fairly above ground, bade her spare
herself the trouble of farther conversation on the
subject.

A soft shower fell that night, which was

succeeded by a mild sunshiny morning, and this
encouraged the Hyacinth so much, that the day
following she shot up to her full height, and
appeared in the parterre with great dignity, and
began to unfold her delicate bells to the admiring
gaze of all the bees and two or three shabby old
butterflies, who, having lived in a warm hiding
place all the winter, came forth on the first sun-
shiny days to look about them a little.

Every one that passed exclaimed in surprise,
‘ A hyacinth in bloom the first week in March !
whoever saw such a wonder? What a forward
spring!”

*Say, rather, what an imprudent flower!”
observed a Thrift plant in the border. The Sage
in the herb bed shook her head; the Thyme was
lost in astonishment at her acting in so unseason-
able a manner, and the Rue made a long lamen-
tation on the probable fate that awaited her rash
folly.

The Hyacinth in the mean time experienced
several aguish chills, but ¢ Pride feels no peiu,”
says the old adage, so she kept up her spirits as
well as she could, and tried to look gay and
airy; but some how or other she did not seem
quite at her ease among the strange company
with whom she had mixed. There were daffodils
or scent lilies, snowdrops, crocuses, primroses,
violets, and polyanthuses, besides celandine, the
less daisies, and a variety of early field flowers
of which she took no account, deeming them
infinitely beneath the notice of a hyacinth.

None of the flowers offered her any friendly
greetings, she fancied they all looked queerly at
her; her appearance seemed to make them
uneasy, as if they thought her coming was a sign
of premature death to themselves. It was very
plain she was not among her own set; and she
felt, as every one must feel on such occasions,
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any thing but comfortable. The only friend
who bade her welcome was the southern breeze that
sighed softly among her fragrant bells; but in
the course of a few hours the rude east wind
rushed in, with a dismal howl, and blew him
away,

The Hyacinth presently experienced the ill
effectsof this change. Her whole frame shivered
and shook violently, she found she had caught a
sad cold, for she tried in vain to expand her
upper bells.

The balmy drops of the sweet shower that
was preparing to descend in all its genial soft-
ness on her bosom were suddenly congealed into
hailstones, and pelted her most unmercifully,
and broke off all her blossoms.

A sharp frost set in with nightfall, and pinched
her poor buds wofully and benumbed her whole
frame, and when the morning dawned brightly
she hung her head all in tears, and was too
dejected to look up.

The day was very fine, the lark sang gaily,
the bees were on the wing, and the young lambs
were at play in the meadow ; every thing appeared
Jjoyous and happy but the Hyacinth.

“Oh !’ sighed she to herself, “if I had delayed
coming out only till to day, all would bave been
well ; but the sun is very warm and kind to me,
and perhaps I may recover myself in a day or
two.”

Vain hope! that night the frost set in sharper
than before, and the east wind blew more keenly
than ever, and even got a point towards the
north, and the poor hyacinth would gladly have
shrunk into the earth again, to shelter herself
from the cold that pierced her through and
through. To increase her calamities, the snow
began to fall in large heavy flakes upon her

head, and weighed down her feeble form to the |

very ground, and there she lay in great distress
for a whole week, bemoaning herself, and won-
dering what sort of a figure she should make
when the snow melted.

At length the southern breeze ventured back
once more, and a thaw came on, but the deep
snow dissolved so rapidly, that the poor Hyacinth
was almost drowned in water.

Again the sun shone brightly and warmly
upon her, and she tried to rear her drooping
head—but alas ! she presently became aware of
the melancholy fact, that her stem having been
quite cut through by the sharp frost, and since
broken down with the weight of the snow, was
so irreparably injured that it would be quite
impossible in its crippled state ever to raise her-
self from the ground again. With a dying effort
she unclosed her languid eyes, and the first
object she observed was the imprudent swallow,
whose unseasonable appearance had tempted her
to leave her sheltering bed, lying dead on a heap
of half melted snow under a bank. Perceiving
that he also had paid a severe penalty for his
venturous rashness, the Hyacinth remembered
with unavailing regret her contemptuous disre-
gard of the sagacious remark of the Jonquil,
“ One swallow makes no summer.”
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THE MISERY OF DISCONTENT.

ONE sunshiny morning in June, the loveliest
Rose in the garden unfolded its blushing leaves,
and diffused a delicious fragrance around. She
was, however, concealed from every eye by the
impervious thicket of thorns that surrounded
her, and guarded her alike from the attack of
foes and the yet more dangerous approach of
those cruel admirers who would have selfishly
plucked the young flower in her opening bloom,
worn her till she drooped, and then have cast her
carlessly aside, to be crushed and trampled
upon by every rude foot. Most effectually did
these trusty guardians, the thorns, defend her
with the friendly shade of their umbrageous
foliage from the bold glances of the sunbeams,
that so often endeavoured to obtain a full view
of her beautiful face, whose lovely colours would
soon have faded before their ardent gaze, had
they been permitted to look upon her as much
as they wished to do; but they could only by
mere chance gét a peep now and then, when
zephyrs blew the guardian branches aside from
time to time with gentle violence; for the
thorns took as much pains to protect her from
his rude visitsas they did to prevent the intrusion
of the sunbeams; they considered him a very
dangerous person, who would ruffle the peaceful
bosom of the tender flower,and steal away her
fragrance prematurely, if he were allowed to make
his court to her too often. But notwithstanding
the extreme care of the guardian thorns, he had
already snatched more than one opportunity of
fluttering round the Rose and whispering his
delusive flatteries to her. He also artfully dis-

placed the thick screen of verdure which the
thorns had spread before her; and so that she
was enabled to peep through the branches at the
flowers of the parterre.

A shower had just fallen for their refreshment,
and the bright sunbeams were shining gaily on
each of all them. The Rose drew back, and
drooped her head in sullen languor and discon-
tent,

“What is the matter with you, child 2” said
the Thorns.

“Iam tired of your company,”
Rose.

“Why s0?" demanded the parent Thorns,
greatly mortified, as you may suppose.

¢ Because you deprive me of the pleasures of
my time of life, and will not permit me to receive
the visits of the sunbeams, or the zephyr, or of
any one else that is at all agreeable.”

“All for your good, child,” said the Thorns;
““ we know best what is proper for you.”

“But I am old enough to judge for myself, I
think,” returned the Rose, with sudden toss of
the head. “I have now been in bloom two
whole days, and I want to see and be seen.”

¢ To what purpose child 2”’ asked the Thorns.

¢ To what purpose, indeed ?” echoed the Rose,
with another toss of her head so violent that she
quite shook the branches round her—*‘ why, that
I may be admired as much as other flowers
whom I saw just now receiving the compliments
of the sun beams and the zephyr. Iam brighter
than the lily and more fragrant than the pink,
at least so Zephyr told me this morning when

i

replied the



ot THE MISERY OF DISCONTENT.

he paid me a visit, in spite of all your pains to
prevent it.”

“ You are very wrang to encourage that foolish
flatterer near you,” observer the Thorns;  we
are your best friends; and all those whose society
you so rashly desire are foes in disguise, who
will treacherously caress you, in order that they
may have the surer opportunity of destroying
you. Your bloom will be sufficiently brief with
all the precautions we take to preserve it from
fading prematurely; and if we did not so sedu-
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